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Rhymes of a Rolling Stone 


A ROLLING STONE 

Tfiz-ti/ s aun^htne tn th* heart of 
My blood sh’ii’, tiuthe broese, 
The rtioutiUttns are a part of mOy 
I’m fellow^ the l/ees 
My golden youth I’m squattdenttgy 
Sun-hbertine am I, 
A-wandering, a-uiandenng, 

Unit I the clay I die. 


I waA once, 1 declare, a Stone Aj;e man, 

" I roomed in the cool of a cave ; 

1 have known, I will swear, in a new lifc'Span, 
The fret and the sweat of a slave : 

Eer far ever all diat folks hold worth, 

There Uvee and there lca|M in me * 

A of the lowly things of earth, 

Aad a passion to be free. 
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A ROLLING STONE 


To pitch my tent with no prosy platt; 

I'd range and to change at will ; 

To mock at the mastership of man, 
To seek Adventure’s thrill. 

Carefree to be, as a bird that sings. 
To go my own sweet way ; 

To reck not at all what may befall. 
But to live and to love each day. 


Te make my body a temple pure 
Wherein I dwell serene ; 

To care for the things that shall endure, 
, The simple, sweet and clean. 

To oust out envy and ha.te a'<d rage, 

To breathe with no alarm ; 

For Nature shall be my anchorage, 

And none shall do me iiarm. 


To shun all lures that debauch the seul, 
The uigied ritee of the rich ; 

To eat ay crust as a rover must 

With the rough-neck down in the ditch. 
To trudge by )ks side whate’er botkle ; 

To sltare hie hse at oi^t ; 

To call Him frieud to the long trad-e«id, 
And to read Ws heaK avighr. 



JL ROLLING STONE 


IS 


To teom all strife, and to view all life 
With tlie curious eyes of a child ; 

From the plangent sea to the prairie, 

From the slum to the heart of the Wild. 

From the red-rimmed star to the speck of sand, 
From the vast to the greatly small ; 

For I know that the whole for good is planned, 
And I want to sec it all. 

To see it all, the wide woild-way. 

From the Ag-leaf belt to the Pole ; 

With never a one to say me nay, 

• *And none to cramp my soul. 

In bclly-pinch I will pay the price, 

But God I let me be tree ; 

For once I know in the long ago, 

They made a slave of me. 

in a flannel shirt from earth’s clean dirt. 

Here, pal, is triy calloused hand ! 

Ob, 1 love each day as a rover may, 

Ner seek to understand. 

To enjoy is good enough fur me , 

The gipsy of God am I; 

Then here’s a hail to each flaring dawn t 

And here’s a cheer to the night that’s gone I 

And may 1 go a-roaming on 
Unto the day I die I 
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Then every star shall sing to me 
Its song of liberty ; 

And every mom shall bring to tne 
Its mandate to be free. 

In every throbbing vein of m» 
ril feel the vast Earth-call : 

O bodv, heart and brain of me^ 
Praise Hint veho made it all / 



THE SOLDIER OF FORTUNE 


'’Deny your God I" they ringed me with their 
spears; 

Blood-crazed were they, and reeking from the 
strife; 

Hell-hot their hate, and venom-fanged their sneers, 
And one man spat on me and nursed a knife. 
And there was I, sore wounded and alone, 

1, the last living of my slaughtered band. 

Oh, sinister the sky, and cold as stone I 

In one red laugh of horror reeled the land. 

And dazed and desperate I faced their spears, 

And like a flame out-leaped that naked knife, 
And like a serpent stung their bitter jeers : 

^ Deny your God, and we will give you life." 

Deny my God I Oh, life was very sweet t 
And it is bard in 3 routh and hope to die; 

And there my comrades dear lay at my feet, 

. And in diat blear of Mood soon most 1 lie. 

2 » 
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And yet ... I almost laughed—it seemed so odd, 

t 

For long and long had I not vainly tried 
To reason out and body forth my God, 

And prayed for light, and doubted—and denied. 
Denied the lieing I could not conceive, 

Denied a life-to-be beyond the grave. . . . 

And now they ask me, who do not believe, 

Just to deny, to voice my doubt, to ^ave 
This life of mine that sings so in the sun, 

The bloom of youth yet red upon iny cheek, 

My only life !—O fools 1 ’Us easy done, 

I will deny . . . and yet I do not speak. 

“ Defty your God! ’’ their spears arc all agleam, 
And I can see their eyes with blood-lust shine ; 
Their snarling voices shrill into a scream, 

And, mad to slay, they quiver for the sign. 

Deny my God ! yes, 1 could do it well ; 

Yet if 1 did, what of my race, my name ? 

How they would spit on me, these dogs of hell 1 
Sjiurn me. and put on me the brand of shame. 

A white man’s honour! what of that, I say ? 

Shall these black curs cry “ Coward ” in my 
face ? 

Tliey who would perish for their gods of clay— • 
Shell I defile my country and my race? 
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My country I what’s tny country to me now? 

Soldier of Fortune, free and far I roam; 

All men are brothers in my heart, 1 vow; 

The wide and wondrous world is all my home. 
My country ! reverent of her splendid Dead, 

Her heroes proud, her martyrs pierced with 
pain : 

For me her puissant blood was vainlv shed ; 

For me her drums of battle beat in vain, 

And free I fare, half-heedlei;s of her fate : 

No faith, no flag, ! owe—then why not seek 
Tl^s last looj^-hole of life? Why hesitate? 

I will deny . . . and yet I do not speak. 

“ Deny your God 1 ” their spears are poised on 
high. 

And tense and terrible t!)ey wait the word; 

And dark and darker glooms the dreary sky, 

And in that husli of lionor no thing stirred. 
Then, through the ringing terror and sheer hate 
Leaped there a vision to me—Oh, how far! 

A face, Her face . . , through all my stormy fate 
A joy a strength, a glory and a star. 

Beneath the pines, where lonely camp-fires gleam, 
In seas forlorn, amid the deserts drear. 

How I had gladdened to that face of dream 1 
And never, never bad it seemed so dew. 
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O Bilken hair that veils the sunny brow i 
O eyes of grey, so tender and so true! 

O Ups of smiling sweetness 1 must I now 
Forever and forever go from you ? 

Ah, yes, I must . . for if I do this thing, 

How can I look into your face again ? 

Knowing you think me more than halt a king. 

I with my craven heart, my honoui slain. 

No 1 no I my mind's made up I gaze .ibove. 

Into that sky insensate as a stone, 

Not for my creed, my country, but my Love 
Will I stand up and meet iny deith alone. 
Then, though it be to utter daik I si uc, « 
The God that dwells in me is no. denied ; 

“ Bosi ” triumphs over " Beast ”—and so I think 
Humanity itself is glorified. . 

“And now, my butcheis, 1 embrace my fate. 
Come 1 let my heart's Uood slake the thirsty 
sod 

Curst be the life you offer 1 Glut your hate I 
Strike I Strike, you dogs I I'll not deny my 
God." 

I saw the spears that seemed a4eap to slay, 

All qmver earthward at the headman’s nod; 

And m a daze of dream I heard him say: 

“ Go, set him ffee who serves so well bis God 1" 



THE GRAMOPHONE AT FOND-DU-LAC 

Now Eddie Malone got a swell grammyfone, to 
•draw all the trade to tiis store ; 

Kn* sez he : ** Come along for a season of song, 
which the like ye had niver before/’ * 

Then Dogrib an’ Slave, an* Yellow-knife brave, an’ 
Cree in bis dinky canoe, 

Confluated near, to see an’ to hear Ed’s grammy- 
lone make its dayboo. 

Then Ed turned the crank, an’ there on the bank 
they squatted like bumps on a log. 

For acres around there wasn’t a sound, not even the 
howl of a dog. 

When out of the horn there sudden was bom 
such a marvellous elegant tone; 

An’ then like a spell on that auddyenoe fed the voice 
id its first grammyfone. 
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“ Bad medicine !" cried Old Tom, Ihc One*eyed, an' 
made for to jump in the lake \ 

But no one gave Iiced to his little stampede, so he 
guessed he had made a mistake. 

Then Roll-in-the-Mud, a chief of the blood, observed 
in choice Chippewayan ; 

"You’ve brought us canned beef, an’ it’s now my 
belief, that this here’s a case of ‘ ca-med man."* 


Well, though I’m not strong on the Dago in song, 
that sure got me goin’ for fair. 

There was Crusoe an’ Scotty an' Ma’am Shoemati 
Hank, an’ Melber an' Bonchy was there. 

'Twas silver an’gold, an’ sw'ect .ess untold, to hear 
all tlieiii big giiiimeys sing; 

An’ thick all around ait’ inhalin’ the sound, them 
Indians formed in a ring. 


So solemn they sat, an’ they smoked an' they spat, 
but their eyes sort o’ glistened an’ shone : 

Yet niver a word of approvin' occurred til^ that 
guy Harry Lauder came on. 

I'hen hunter of moose an’ squaw an’ papoose )«8t 
laughed till their stuiumicks was sore ; 
times Eddie set back that record yet they 
hollered an’ hollered for more. 
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I’ll never forget that framc-up, you bet; them 
caverns of sunset ugleam; 

Them slill peaks aglow, them shudders below, an’ 
the lake like a petrilied dream ; 

The teepees that stood by the edge of the wood ; the 
evenin’ star blinkin’ alone ; 

The peace an’ the rest, an’ final an’ best, the music of 
Ed’s graininyfone. 

Then sudden an’ clear there rang on my ear a song 
mighty simple an’ old; 

I^art-hungry an' high it thrilled to the sky, all 
about “silver Uircacls in the gold.” 

'Twas tender to tears, an’ it brung back th® years 
the mcin’ries that hallow an’ yearn ; 

’Twas home-love an’ joy, 'twas the thought of my 
boy ... an’ right there I vowed I’d return. 

Big Four-finger Jack was riglit at my back, an’ 1 
saw with a kind o’ surprise, 

He gazed at tlie lake with a heavtful of ache, an’ 
the tears irrigated his eyes. 

An’ sez he ; “Cuss me, paid ! but that there hits me 
hard; I’ve a mother does nuthin’ but wait. 

She’s turned eighty-lhrcc, an’ she’s only got me, an’ 
I’m scared U’U soon be loo late.” 
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On Fond-du<Sac’s shore I’m bearin’ once more that 
blessed old grammyfone play. 

The summer’s all gone, an’ I'm still livin’ on in the 
same old baphazardous way. 

Oh, I cut out the booze, an’ with muscles an’ thews 
I c<malled all the coin to go back; 

But it wasn’t to be—he’d a mother, you sec—so 
slipped it to Four-finger ^ack. 



THE LAND OF BEYOND 

Havs «ver you heard of the LAnd of Beyond, 
That dreams at the gates of the day ? 

^Ubring it lies at the skirts of the skies, 

And ever so far away; ^ 

Alluring it calls: O ye the yoke galls, 

And ye of the trail overfond, 

With saddle and pack, by paddle and track, 

Let’s go to the Land of Beyond I 

Have ever yon stood where the silences brood, 
And vast the horiaons begin, 

At the dawn of the day to behold far away 
The goal you would strive for and win ? 

Yet, ah t in the night when you gain to the height. 
With the vast pool of heaven star-spawned, 

Afar and agleam, like a valley of dream, 

MU mocks you a Land of Be3^nd. 
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THE LAND OF BETOND 


Thank God 1 there is always a Land of Beyond 
For us who are true to the trail ; 

A vision to seek, a beckoning peak, 

A famess that never will fail ; 

A pride in our soul that mocks at a goal, 

A manhood that irks at a bond, 

And try how we will, unattainable still, 

Behold it, our Land of Beyond ! 



ADNSiHI MR 


1 . 

Flat as a drum-head slretch the haggard snows ; 

The mighty skies are palisades uf light; 

The stars are blurred ; the silence grows and grows; 

Vaster and vaster vaults the icy night. 

Here in my sleeping-bag 1 cower and pray : 
“Silence and night, have pity ; stoop and slay.’' 

1 have not slept for many, many days. 

I close my eyes with weariness—that's all. 

I still have strength to feed the drift-wood bliuce 
That flickers weirdly on the icy wall. 

I still have strength to pray : " God rest her soul, 
Here in the awful shadow of the Pole.” 

There in the cabin’s alcove low she lies, 

Still candles gleaming at her head and feet; 

All snew-drop white, ash-cold, with closdd eyes, 
Lips smiling, hands at rest—O God, how 
sweet I 
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How all ututtterably sweet she seems . . . 

Not dead, not dead, indeed—she dreams, she 
dreams. 


n. 

" Sunshine,” 1 called her, and she brought, I vow 
God’s blessed sunshine to tliis life v f mine. 

I was a rover, of the breed who plougti 
Life’s furrow in a far*flung, lonely hn'*; 

The wilderness my home, my fortune cast 
In a wild land of dearth, barbaric, vast. 

When did I see her first ? Long had I lain 
Giopujg my way to life tbr<»ugli fevered gloom. 
Sudden the cloud of darkness l.sft my brain; 

A velvet bar of sunshine pierced the room, 

And in that mellow glmy aureoled 

She stood, she stood, all golden in its gold. 

Sunshine I O miracle I the earth grew glad; 

Radiant each blade of grass, each living thing. 
What a huge strength, high hope, proud will I 
bad I 

AU the wide world with rapture seemed to ring. 
Would she but wed me ? Ye$: then fared we 
forth 

Inin the vast, tmvintageable North. 



SUNSHINE 



lu. 

tn hittikral Land the conies UaPy 
The vtavies linger in their flight; 

The jewelled, snake-like rivers creep ; 

The sun, sad rogue, is out all night ; 
The great wood-bison paws the sand, 

In Muskrat Land, in Muskrat Land. 

In Muskrat Land dim streams divide 
The tundras belted by the sky. 

How sweet in slim canoe to glide, 

And dream, and let the world go by f 
Build gay camp-flres on greening strand I 
In Muskrat Land, in Muskrat Land. 


IV. 

And M we dreamed and drifted, she and I; 

And how she loved that tree, unfathomed life! 
There, in the peach-bloom of the midnight sky, 
The silence welded true man and wife. 
Then North and North invincibly we pressed 
Beyond the Circle, to the world’s white crest. 

And on the wind-flailed Arctic waste we stayed, 
Dwelt with the Huskies by the Polar sea. 

Fur had they, white fox, marten, mink, to trade 
And 'we had food-stuff, bacon, flour and tea. 
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So we made snug, chummed up with all the 
band ; 

Sudden the Winter swooped on Husky Land. 


V. 

Wliat was that ill so sinister and dread, 

Smiting the tribe with sickness to the bone ? 

So that we waked one morn to find tlu^m fled ; 

So that we stood and stared, .alone, - lone. 
Bravely she smiled and looked into iny eyes * 
l.augijcd at their troubled, stern, forbocling 
pain ; 

Gaily she mocked the men.ace of thv skies. 

Turhed to our cheery cabin or :e again, 

Saying : " ’Twill soon be over, -.'carest one, 

The long, long night; then O the sun, the sun ! ” 

VI. 

Goii ’UiUlr. a he,iil o) of 
Shining and sxtyeel atid true , 

Gave it a home of fairest mould, 

Blest U, and called it — You. 

God i>ave the rose Us grace of glom^ 

And the lark ils radiant s^Ue : 

But, better than all, / kno.v, / know 
(rod gave you, Heart, to me. 
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VII. 

She was all sunshine in those dubious days; 

Our cabin beaconed with defiant light; 

We chattered by the friendly drift-wood blaze 
Closer and closer cowered the hag-like night. 

A wolf-hound would have been a welcome sound, 
And there was none in all that stricken land; 
Yet with such silence, darkness, death around, 
Learned we to Icjve as few can understand. 
Spirit with spirit fused, and soul to soul, 

There in the sullen shadow of the Pole. 

VTII. , 

What was that haunting horror of the night ? 

Brave was she ; buoyant, full of sunny cheer. 
Why was her face so small, so strangely white ? 

Then did I turn from her, heart-sick with fear ; 
Sought in my agony the outcast snows; 

Prayed in my pain to that insensate sky; 
Grovelled and sobbed and cursed, and then arose; 
“ Sunshine 1 O heart of gold I to die ! to die ! ” 

□t. 

She died on Christmas Day—It seems so sad 
That one you love should die on Christmas 



SUNSHINE 


32 

Head'bowed I knelt by ber; O Sod! I had 
No tears to shed, no moan, no prayer to pray. 

I heard her whisper : Call me, will you, dear ? 

They say Death parts, but I won’t go away. 

I will be with you in the cabin here; 

Oh, I will plead with God to let me stay I 
Stay till the Night is gone, till Spring is nigh, 

Till sunshine comes ... be brave . . . I'm tired 
. . . good-bye . . 


X. 

For weeks, for months I had not seen the sun;' 
ThG minatory dawns are leprous pale ; 

« I 

The felon days malinger one by one; 

How like a dream Life is I how vain I how 
stale! 

I, too, am faint; that vampire-Uke disease 
Has fallen on me ; weak and cold am I, 
Hugging a tiny Are in fear 1 freeze : 

The cabin must be cold, and so I try 
To bear the frost, the frost that fights decay. 

The frost that keeps hei beautiful alway. 


zi. 

Ske lies wilhtn an vault; 
It glitters like a cave oj salt. 
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All marble-pure and angel-sweet 
With candles at her head and feet^ 

Under an ermine robe she lies. 

I kiss her hands, / kiss her eyes : 

** Come back, come back, O Love, / pray, 
Into this house, this house of clay ! 

Ansrver my kisses soft and warm ; 

Nestle again within my arm. 

Come! for I know that you are near; 
Open your eyes and look, wv dear. 

Just for a moment break the mesh ; 

Back from the spirit leap to flesh. 

Weary I wait; the night is black ; 

Love of my life, come back, come back^** 

XII. 

Last night maybe I was a little mad, 

For as I prayed despairful by her side, 

Such a strange, antic visioning 1 liad ; 

Lo I it did seem her eyes were open wide. 

Surely I must have dreamed I I stared oooe 
more . . . 

No, ’twas a candle’s trick, a shadow cast 
There were her lashes locking as before. 

(Oh, but it. filled me with a joy so vast I) 

No, ’twas a freak, a fancy of the brain. 

(Ob, but to-night I'll try again, again I) 

8 
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XIII. 

It was no dream; now do I know that Love 
Leapt from the starry battlements of Death ; 
For in my vigil as I bent above, 

Calling her name with eager, burning breath, 
Sudden there came a change •, again I saw 
The radiance of the rose>leaf stain her cheek; 
Fivers of rapture thrilled in sunny thaw ; 

Cleft were her coral lips as if to rpeak; 
Curved were her tender arms as if to cling 
Open the flower*like eyes of lucent blue, 
Looking at me with love so pitying ^ 

That I could fancy Heaven shining through. * 
“Stfkishine,^’ I faltered, ‘'stay with me, oh, stay I 
Yet ere I finished, in a moment’s flight, 

There in her angel purity she lay— 

Ah! but 1 know she’ll come again to>nIght. 
Evtn as radiant sword leaps front the sheaik^ 

Soul from the body leaps—we call it Death. 


XIV. 

Even as this line I write, 

Do I know that she is near t 
Happy am I, every night 
Comes she back to bid mo cheer; 
Kiseiag her, 1 bold her iari ; 

Win her into life at last. 



SUNSHINB 
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Did I dream that yesterday 
On yon mountain ridge a glow 

Soft as moonstone paled away, 

Leaving less forlorn the snow ? 

Could it be the sun 7 Oh, fain 

Would I see the sun again I 

Oh, to see a coral dawn 
Gladden to a crocus glow I 

Day’s a spectre dim and wan, 

Dancing on the furtive snow; 

Night’s a cloud upon my brain: 

Oh, to see the sun again 1 

You who find us in this place, 

Have you pity in your breast; 

Let us in our last embrace 
Under earth sun-hallowed rest. 

Night’s a claw upon my brain: 

Oh, to see the sun again I 


zv. 

The Sun 1 at last the Sun! 1 write these lines. 
Here on my knees, with feeble, fumbling hand 
Look I in yon mountain cleft a radiance shines, 
tteam of a primrose—4ee it thrill, expand, 
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SUNSHINK 


Gfow glorious. Dear God be praised 1 it straams 
Into the cabin in a gush of gold. 

Look I there she stands, the angel of my dreams, 
All in the radiant shimmer aureoled; 

First as I saw lier from my bed of pain ; 

First as I loved her when the darkness passed. 
Now do I know tliat Life is not in vain ; 

Now do I know God cares, at last, at last! 
Light outlives dark, joy grief, and Lovi’s the sum : 
Heari of my heart ! Sunshine ! 1 come ... I 

come . . . 



THE IDEALIST 


Oh, you who have daring deeds to tell I 
Anc^ you who have felt Ambitiun’s spell I 
Have you heard of the louse who longed to dwell 
In the golden hair of a queen ? * 

11c sighed all day and he sighed all night, 

And no one could understand it quite, 

For the head of a slut is a louse's delight, 

But he pined for the bead of a queen. 


So he left his kinsfolk in merry play, 

And off by his lonesome he stole away, 

From the borne of his youth so bright and gay, 
And gloriously unclean. 

And at last be came to the palace gate. 

And he made his way in a manner straight 
(For a louse may go where a man must wait) 
To the tiring-room of the queen. 
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The queen she spake to her tiring*inaid: 

There’s something the matter, I’m afraid. 
To-night ere for sleep my hair ye braid, 

Just see what may be seen.” 

And lo, when they combed that shining hair. 
They found him alone in his glory there, 

And he cried: ” 1 die, but I do not care, 

For I’ve lived in the head of a queen I ” 



ATHABASKA DICK 


Whbn the boyi come out from Lac Labiche in 
the lure of the early Spring, 

To take the pay of the Hudson's Bay/’ as 
their fathers did before, 

Tl^y are all aglee for the jamboree, and they make 
the Landing ring 

With a whoop and a whirl, and a ‘‘Grata your 
girl,” and a rip and a skip and a roar. 

For the spree of Spring is a sacred thing, and 
the boys must have their fun; 

Packer and tracker and half-breed Cree, from 
the boat to the bar they leap; 

And then when the long flotilla goes, and the 
last of their pay is done, 

The boys from the bank of Lr? Labiche swing 
to the heavy sweep. 

And oh, how they sigh I and their throats are 
dry, and sorry are they apd sick: 

Yet there’s none so cursed with a lime-kiln thirst 
as that Athabaska Dick. 



ATHABASKA DICK 
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He was long and slim and lean of limb, hut strong 
as a stripling bear ; 

And by the right of his skill and might he guided 
the Long Brigade. 

All water-wise were his laughing eyes, and he 
steered with a careless care, 

And he shunned the shock of foam and rock, 
till they came to the Big Ca'cadc. 

And here they must make the long portage, and 
the boys sweat in the sun . 

And tlicy heft and pack, and thew haul and 
track, and each must do his tnck ; ^ 

But their thoughts are far in the Landing bar, 
. where the founts of necta’ run : 

And no man thinks of such gorgeous drinks as 
that Athabaska Dick. 


’Twas the close of day, and bis long boat lay just 
over the Big Cascade, 

When there came to him one Jack-pot Jim, with 
a wild light in his eye ; 

And he soiilv laughed, and he led Dick aft, all 
eager, yet half afraid, 

And snugly stowed in his ct>.it he showed a 
pilfered flask of “ rye.” 
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And in haste be slipped, or in fear he tripped, 
but—Dick in warning loarcd— 

And there mug a ycIJ, and it befell that Jim 
was overboard. 


Oh, I heard a splash, and quick as a flash I knew 
he conltl not swim. 

I saw him whirl in the river swijl, and thresh 
his arms about. 

In^a queer, strained way I heard Dick say : “ I'l* 
going .tflor him,” 

Throw off his coat, leap down the boati»-and 
then I gave a shout : 

“ Poys, grab him. quick! You’re crazy, Dick 
Far better one than two 1 
Hell, man ! You know you’ve got no show I 
It’s sure and certain death ...” 

And there we hung, and there we clung, with 
beef and brawn and thew, 

And sinews cracked and joints were racked, and 
panting came our breath ; 

And there we swayed anti there we prayed, till 
strength and hope were sj'ent— 

Then Dick, he threw us off like rats and after 
Jim he went 
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With a mighty urge amid the surge of river-rage 
he leapt, 

And gripped his mate and desperate he fou^t 
to gain the shore; 

With teeth agleam he bucked the stream, yet swift 
and sure he swept 

To meet the mighty cataract that waited all 
aroar. 

And there we stood like carven wood, our faces 
sickly white, 

And watched him as he beat the foam, and 
inch by inch be lost; t 

And nearer, nearer drew the fall, and fiercer grew 
the fight, 

Till on the very cascade C’est a last farewell 
he tossed. 

Then down and down and down they plunged 
into that pit of dread; 

And mad we tore along the shore to claim our 
bitter dead. 

And from that hell of frenzied foam, that crashed 
and huned and boiled, 

Two little bodies bubbled up, and they were 
heedless then ; 

And oh, they lay like senseless clay I and bitter 
hard we toiled, 
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Yet never, never gleam of hope, and we were 
weary men. 

And moments mounted into houre, and black was 
our despair; 

And faint were we, and we were fain to give them 
up as dead, 

When suddenly I thrilled with hope: '* Back, boys I 
and give him air ; 

I feel the flutter of his heart . . ,** And, as the 
word I said, 

Dick gave a sigh, and gazed around, and saw our 

• breathless band; 

And saw the sky’s blue floor above, all strewn 
with golden fleece ; • 

And saw his comrade Jack-pot Jim, and touched 
him with his hand ; 

And then there came into his eyes a look of 
perfect peace. 

And as there, at his very feet, the thwarted river 
raved, 

1 heard him murmur low and deep : ** Thank God 1 
the Whiskas saved.” 



CHEER 


It’s a mighty good world, so it is, doar lass, 

When even tlie worst is said. 

There’s a smile and a tear, a sigh and a cheer, 
But better be living than dead ; 

A joy and a pain, a loss and a gain ; 

There’s honey and maybe some gall: 

Yet still I declare, foul weatbt r or fair, 

It’s a mighty good world after all. 

For look, lass 1 at night when I break from the 
fight, 

My Kingdom’s awaiting for me ; 

There’s comfort and rest, and the warmth of your 
breast, 

And little ones climbing my knee. 

There’s fire-light and song—Oh, the world may be 
wrong. 

Its empires may topple and fall : 

My home is my care—if gladness be there, 

It’s a mighty good world after all. 
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O heart of pure gold > 1 have made you a fold, 
It’s sheltered, sun-fondled and warm. 

O little ones, rest ( I have fashioned a nest; 

Sleep on 1 yon arc safe from the storm. 

For there's no foe like fear, and there’s no friend 
like cheer, 

And sunshine will flash at our call; 

So crown Love as King, and let us all sing— 

" It's a mighty good world after all.” 



THE RETURN 


They turned him loose ; be bowed his head, 
A felon, bent and grey. 

His face was even as the Dead, 

He had no word to say. 

He '^ught the home of his old love, 

To look on her once more ; 

And where her roses breathed above. 

He cowered beside the door. 

She sat there in the shining room ; 

Her hair was silver grey. 

He stared and stared from out the gleom ; 
He turned to go away. 

Her roses rustled overhead. 

She saw, with sudden start. 

“ I knew that you would come,’* she said, 
And held him to her heart. 
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Her face was rapt and angel-sweet; 
She touched his hair of grey; 

• • • • 

Bui kt, sob-shaken, at her feel, 
Could only fray and prt^. 


THE JUNIOR GOr,f 

The Junior God looked from his place 
In the conning'towers of heave.i. 

And he saw the world through the span of space 
Like a giant golf-ball driven. 

And because he was bored, as some gods aie, 
With high celestial mirth, 

He clutched the reins a shooting star, 

And he steered it down to earth. 

The Junior God, ’mid leaf and bud, 

Passed on with a weary air, 

Till lo ! he came to a pool of mud, 

And some hogs were rolling there. 

Then in he plunged with gleeful cries, 

And down he lay supine; 

For they had no mud in patadise, 

And they likewise bad no twine. 

« 
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The Junior God forgot himself ; 

He squelched mud through his toes ; 

With the careless joy of a wanton boy 
His reckless laughter rose. 

'Pill, tired at last, in a brook close by, 

He washed off every stain ; 

'I'hen softly up to the radiant sky 
He rose, a god again. 

The Junior God now heads the roll 
III tlie list of heaven’s peers; 

ife sit.s in the House of High Control, 

And he regulates the spheres. 

Vet does he wonder, do you suppose, 

If, even in gods divine, 

Pile best and wisest may not be those 
Who ha\ e wallowed awhile with the swine ? 




THF NOSTOMANIAC 


Os the tagged edge t>f the notld /’/> 

And the koine oj ‘he xialf dutll be f;M lu me, 

And a bunch of boiux on the bounl'is nentis 

The end of tin (httl who knoivs niio knows i 

« 

] 111 dttramiii;^ t > night in the hr gl'>w, ilone in my 
stiid> 

M) bioL< b ittillinco ntoi 'id me, in> Kipling hat 
on niy Knee , 

Bill 1 m not 111 tl mood for reading, I haven't 
m>'\cd foi an hour , 

Body and brain I’m M<*ary. weary ihe heart of 
me , 

Weary of onishing a lo iging it's ' tile I under* 
stand, 

Foi 1 thongiit that niv trail was ended, I thought 
I had earned my le^t , 

Bat oh, tfs strongei than life ib, the call of the 
beardless land i 
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4 nd 1 turn to th« North in my trouble, as a 
child to the niother>breast. 

'^ere in my den it’s quiet •, the sea-wind taps on 
the pane ; 

There’s comfort and ease and plenty, the smile 
of the South is sweet. 

All that a man might long for, fight for and seek 
in vain, 

Pictures and books and music, pleasure my iast 
retreat. 

Peace ! I thought 1 had gained it, I swore tiiat my 
talc was told : 

By my hair that is grey I swore it, by nvy eyes 
that arc slow to see ; 

Yet what docs it all avail me f to-night, to-night 
as of old, 

Out of the dark I hear it—the Noi thland (^lUng 
to me. 

And Tm daring a rampageous river that runs the 
devil knows where ; 

My hand is athrill on the paddle, the birch- 
bark bounds like a bird. 

Haric to the rumble of rapids ! Here in my morris 
chair, 

Eaga^ and tense I’m straining—isn’t it most 
absurd ? 
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Mow in the churn and the hither, foam that hisses 
and stings, 

Leaji I, keyed for tf>e struggle, fury and fume 
and roar; 

flocks are spitting like hell-cats—Oh, it’s a sport 
for kings, 

Life on a twi’il ■>! the paddle . . . there's my 
“ Kim " on the floor. 


I 

How I thrill and I vision I Then ny camp of a 
♦mght : 

Red and gold of the fire-glow net afloat in the 
stream ; 

Scent oi the pines and silence, little “ pal ” pipe 
alight, 

Body a-purr with pleasure, sleep untroubled of 
dream : 

Banquet of paystreak bacon ! moment of joy 
divine. 

When the bannock is hot and gluey, and the 
toajiot’s nearing the boil 1 

Nevu^r was woti so hungry, stomach cleaving to 
bpine . . . 

Ha ! there's my servant calling, says that dinner 
will spoil. 
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What do 1 want with dinner ? Can 1 eat any 
more ? 

Can I sleep as I used to ? . . . Oh, I abhor this 
life 1 

Give me the Gieat Uncertain, the Barren T^nd 
for a floor, 

The Milky Way for a roof-beam, splendour and 
space and strife: 

Sr^methiug to liglit and die for—the limpid Lake 
of tiie Bear, 

The Empire of Empty Bellies, the dunes where 
• the Dogribs dwell ; 

Big things, real things, live things . , . here in 
my morris chair. • 

Huw I ache fi'r the Northland ! '* Dinner and 

servants "—Hell 1 


Am I too old, I wonder ? t'aii 1 take one trip 
more ? 

Go to the granite-ribbed valleys, flooded with 
sunset wine. 

Peaks that pierce the aurora, rivers I must 
explore, 

Lakes of a thousand islands, millioning hordes 
of the Pine ? 
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Do they miss me, 1 wonder, vaUey and peak and 
plain ? 

Whispering each to the other : “ Many a moon 
has passed . . . 

Where has he gone, our lover ? Will he come 
back again ? 

Star with liis hies our tundra, leave <^1 Uis bone* 
at last ? 


Yea, ni go back to ihe Northland, hack to the 
way of the bear. 

Bade to the nuiskcg and mounuiin. back to the 
ioe-leaguered sea. 

Old am I ! What does it matter ? Nothing I 
would not dare ; 

Give me a trail to conquer—Oh, it is “ meat ” 
to me! 

I wilt go back to the Nortlitaod, feeble and kdind 
and lame ; 

Sup with Uie sunny-eyed Husky, eat moose-nose 
with the Cree ; 

Play with the Yellow-knife bastards, boasting my 
blood and my name : 

I will go back to the Northland, fier the Nwth- 
iarkl is calling to me. 
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Then give to me fiaddle and whiplash, and give 
to me tumpiine and gun ; 

Give to me salt and tobacco, flour and a gunny 
of tea ; 

Take me up over the Circle, under the flam- 
boyant sun ; 

Turn me foot-loose like a savage—that is the 
finish of me. 

I know the trail I am seeking, it's up by the Lake 
of the Bear ; 

It's dowit by the Arctic Barrens, it’s over to 
• Hudsoii’s Bay : 

Maybe I’ll get there—maybe : death is set by a 
hair ... • 

Hark I it’s tlie Northland calling 1 now must 
1 go away . . . 

Co to Ihe Wild that waits for me; 

Go where the moose and the musk-ox be; 

Go to ike wolf and the secret snows ; 

Go to My fate . .. who knows^ who knows ! 



AMBITION 


They brought the mighty chid tf> town ; 

They showed him strange, unwe.nted sight 
Yet as he wandered up and down, 

,He seemed to scorn their vim delights. 
His face was grim, his eye kicked tire. 

As one who mourns a glory dead ; 

And when they sought b>s heart’s desire : 

" Me like-um tooth same gold,” he said. 

A dental place they quickly found. 

He neither moaned nor moved his head. 
They pulled his teeth so white and sound ; 

They put in teeth of gold instead. 

Oh, never saw I man so gay, 

His very being seemed to swell; 

‘‘Ha, ha!” he cried, “Now Injun say 
Me heap big chief, tne look like hell !” 



TO SUNNYDALK 


Tmkre lies the trail to Sunnydale, 

Amid the lure of laughter. 

Oh, how can we unhappy be 
Beneath its leafy rafter ! 

Each perfect hour is like a flower. 

Each day is like a posy. 

How can you say the skies are grey ? 
You’re wrong, my friend, they're rosy. 


With right good will let's climb the hiU, 
And leave behind all sorrow. 

Ob, we’ll be gay I a bright to-day 
Will make a bright to-morrow. 

Ob, we'll be strong 1 the way is tong 
That never has a turning ; 

The hill is high, but there's the siqri 
And how the West is burning 1 



TO SUNNYDALB 


And U through chance of circumsta^ 

We have to go bare-foot, sir, -r- 

✓ 

Well not repine—a friend of mine 
Has got no feet to boot, sir. 

This Happiness a habit is, 

And Life is what we make it; 

Seel there's the trail to Sunuvclalet 
Up, friend I and let us take ii. 



THE BLIND AND THE DEAD 


Shb lay like a saint on her copper couch ; 

Like an angel asleep she lay, 

In t|ie of the ghoulish folks that slouch 

Past the Dead and sneak away. 

Then came old Jules of the sightless gaae. 

Who begged in the streets for bread. 

Each day he had come for a year of dayif 
And groped his way to the Dead. 

"What’s the Devil’s Harvest to-day?" be cried 
" A wanton with eyes of blue! 

I'Ve known too many a such," he sighed; 

" Maybe 1 know this . . . mon Dieu I" 

He raised the head at the heedless Dead; 

He fingered the froten face . . . 

Then a deathly spell on the watchers fell-^ 
God I it was still, that place! 
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He raised the head of the careless Dead ; 

He fumbled a vagrant curl ; 

And then with his sightless smile he said: 
“ It's only my little girl/’ 

Dear, my dear, did they hurt you so 1 
Come to your daddy's heart ..." 

Aye, and he held so tight, you knuvv, 
They were bard to force apart. 

No ! Paris isn’t always gay ; 

Ami the morjjiie has its stories, ‘ooi 
You are a writer of laics, vuu suv — 

Xlien there is a talc tor yo .. 



i HE ATAVIST 


What .irt. you doing here, Torn Thorne, on the 
* white top-kiiOl of the world, 

Where the wind has the cut of a naked knife 
and the stars are rapier keen ? * 

Mugging a smudgy willow Are, deep in a lynx 
robe curled. 

You that’s a lord’s own son, Tom Thorne— 
what does your madness mean ? 

Go home, go home to your clubs, Tom Thorne I 
home to your evening dress I 
Home to your place of power and pride, and 
the feast that waits for you! 

Why do you linger all alone in tbe ‘M^lendid 
emptiness, 

Scouring the Land of the Little Sticks on tbe 
trail of the caribou ? 



THE ATAVIST 


Why did you fall off the Earth, Tom Thome, 
out of our social ken ? 

What (lul youi deep damnation prove? Wliat 
was vour dark despair ? 

Oh, with the width of a world between, and years 
to the count of ten, 

f( they (ut out >our heait tonight, Tom 
Thorne, her name would be graven there 


And voii 6ed afar foi *he thing called Peace, 
and you thoiK’hi you wouhl hnd it hrre 
In the purple tundras Mstb spread, and the 
a mountains \ahitely pile i . 

It's a wearv quest and a riicary quest, but I 
think ihat the end t> neu 
For they sa\ that the Lnd has hidden it in 
the seciel heart of the W’lld 


Ajid yoii know that lieait as few men know, and 
your eves are fey ind deep 
With a something lost ” come weibng back 
from the i aw. red daw n ot life. 

Witii woe and pain have you giesAy lain, tiU 
out of abysmal sleep 

rhe seol of the Stone Ags leajM In yeu, alert 
for the ancient strife 
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And if you came to our feast again, with its pomp 
and glee and glow. 

1 think you would sit stone-still, Tom Thorne, 
and see in a daze of dream 
A mad sun goading to frenzied flame the glittering 
gems of the snow, 

And a monster musk-ox bulking black against 
the blood-red gleam. 


I think you would see berg-battling shores, and 
• stammer and halt and stare 
With a sudden sense of the frozen void, serene 
and vast and still; « 

And the acliing gleam and the hush of dream, 
and the track of a great white bear, 

And the primal lust that surged in you as you 
sprang to make your kill. 


1 think yeu would hear the buU-moose call, and 
the glutted river roar, 

And spy the hosts of the caribou shadow the 
shining plain ; 

And feel the puise of the silences, and stand 
elate once moi’e 

On the v€M»ge of the yawning vastttudes that 
call to you in vain. 
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THE ATAVIST 


For I think yon are oite with the stars and the 
sun, and the wind and the wave and the 
dew j 

And the peaks untied that yearn to God and 
the valleys undefiled ; 

Men soar with wings, and they bridle kings, but 
what is it all to you. 

Wise in the ways of the wilderness, and strong 
with the strength of the Wtid ? 

You have spent yonr life, yon have waged 
strite where nt:k'er we plr^^ a part : 

You have held the tlirortc of the Great Unkin-wn, 

4 

you have ruled a kit-'^vlom vast: 

# * * • # 

Pul to-uiflUt Iherg's a slruni^e, new trail for you, 
and you flo, O u'cnr.' heart ! 

To the peace and te>l oj the Great Unfiues'^rt 

at last, Toni Thorne, tit lad. 



THE SCEPTIC 


My Father Christmas passed away 
When I was barely seven. 

At twenty-one, ahick-a-day, 
i lost my hope of heaven. 

Yet not in cither liea the curse: 

The hel! of it's because 
I don't know which loss hint the worse— 
My God or Santa Claus. 
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Oh, how good it U to be 
Foot-loose and heart-free ! 

Just my dog and pipe and I, underneath the vast 
sky ; 

Trail to try and goal to win, white road and cool 
tun ; 

Fields to lure a lad afar, clear spring and still 
StAT ; 

Lilting feet that never tire, green dingle, faggot 
fire ; 

None to hurry, none to. bold, heather hill and 
bashed fold ; 

Nature like a picture-book, laughiug leaf aad 
bright brook; 

Svet 7 day a jewel bright, set serenely in the 
night i 

Evwy night a holy shriue, radiant iot a day 
divine. 
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Weathcrod cheek and kindly eye, let the wanderer 
fo by. 

Woman-love and wistful heart, let the gipsy one 
depart. 

For the farness and the road are his glory and 
his goad. 

Oh, the lilt of youth and Spring ! Eyes laugh and 
Ups sing. 

Yea, but it is good to be 
Foot-loose and heart-free t 


n. 

Yet how good it is to come 
Home at last, home, home i 

#n the clover swings the bee, overhead’s the hale 
tree. 

gky of turquoise gleams through, yonder glints 
the lake's blue. 

In a hammock let’s swing, weary of wandering; 

Tired of wild, uncertain lands, strange facet, faint 
hands. 

Has the wondrous world gone cold ? Am 1 
. growing old, old ? 

Grey and weary . . . let,me dream, glide on the 
tranquil stream. 
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Oh, what joyohK day« Tve hod, fuil, fernd, Kay 
glad ! 

Yet there comes a subtle change^ let the btripUng 
rove, range. 

From sweet roving conies sweet rest, after all, 
home’s best. 

And if there’s a little bit of woman I.wc with it, 

I will count iny hfc content, God-bit st and well 
spent . . . 

Oh, but it is good to be 
FooMoose and heart-free I 
Yet how good it is to come 
Home at last, home, home I 



BARB-WIRE BILL 

Af Hawn o( day the white land lay all gruesome- 
like and grim, 

When Mill McGee he says to me: “We’ve*^o/ to 
do it, Jim. 

We've got- lo make Fort Liard quick. I know the 
river's bad, 

But, oh ! the little woman's sick . . . why 1 don’t 
you savvy, lad ? ” 

And me ! Well, yes, I must confess it wasn't hard 
to see 

Their little family group of two would soon be 
one of three. 

And so I answered, careless-like: “ Why, Bill! 
you don't suppose 

I’m scared of that there ‘babbling brook’? What¬ 
ever you say—goes.” 
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A real live man was Barb-wire BUI, witli insides 
copper-lincd ; 

For “ barb-wire ” was the brand of “ hooch" to 
which he most Inclined. 

They knew him far; his igloos are on Kittiegasuit 
strand. 

They knew him well, the tribes who dwell within 
the %a rren Land. 

From Koyoknk to Kuskoquim his fame was every¬ 
where : 

And he did love, all life above, that little Julie 
Claire, • 

Tjjf lillic, white slave-girl he had bought for seven 
^vindrcd skins, 

And taken to his wickiup to make his moccasins. 


We crawled down to the river bank, and feeble 
folk were we, 

That Julie Claire from God-knows-where, and 
Barb-wire Bill and me. 

From shore to shore we heard the roar the heaving 
ice-floes make, 

And loud we laughed, and launched our raft, and 
followed in their wake. 

The river swept and seethed and leapt, and cvight 
tts in its stride : 
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And oa we hurled amid a world that craahed on 
every side. 

With sullen din the banks caved in ; the shore- 
ice lanced the stream; 

The naked floes like ^>ooks arose, all jlgftng and 
agleam. 

Hlack anchor-ice of strange device shot upward 
from its bed, ^ 

As night and day we cleft our way, and arrew-bke 
we aped. 

liul " Faster still t *’ cried Barb-wire Bill, and looked 
the live-long d.ty 

In dull despair at Julie Claire, where white like 
death she lay. 

And sometimes he would seem to pray and some¬ 
times seem to curse, 

And bent above with eyes of love, yet ever she 
grew worse. 

And as we plunged and leapt and lunged, her face 
was plucked with pain, 

And 1 could feel his nerves of steel a-quiver at 
the strain. 

And in the night he gripped me tight as I lay 
fast asleep: 

*'The river’s kicking like a steer . . . ran out A# 
forward sweep I 
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That's Hell-f^ate C:»nyon riftht aliead : I know of 
old its loar. 

And . . . I’ll be damned 1 the ice is jatnmrAl 
We've got to make tlie shore.*' 


With one wil<l leap I gripped the sweep. The 
night was black as sin. 

The float-ice crasljcd and ripped atifl smashed, 
and stunned ns with ils din. 

Ant] near and ne.tr, and clear and cleur I heard 
tlie canyon boom j 

And swift and strong we swept along to meet our 
awful (ltH>ni. 

And as wit]i thee.d I g!iin{<sed ahead the death 
that waited there, 

My only thought was of the girl, tlic little Julie 
Claire ; 

And so, like demon mad wit!) fear, 1 panted at 
the oar, 

And foot by foot, and inch by inch, we worked 
the raft ashore. 


riic b •)!.. was staketl wth grinding ice, and as we 
scraped and crashed, 

1 only knew i>ne thing to do, <«iid thrctiigh my 
mind it Hashed : 
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Yet while I groped to find the rope, 1 heard Bill's 
savage cry ; 

“That's my job, lad i It's me that jumps, i'll snub 
this raft or die 1 ” 

I saw him leap, I saw him creep, I saw him gain 
the land ; 

I saw him crawl, I saw him fall, then run with 
rope in hand. 

And then the darkness gulped him up, and down 
we dashed once more, 

And nearer, nearer drew the jam, and thtindcr- 
• like its roar. 

Oh, God I all’s lost . . . from Julie Claire there 
came a wail of pain, * 

And then—the rope grew sudden taut, and quivered 
at the strain ; 

it slacked and slipped, it whined and gripped, and 
oh, I held my breath I 

And there w'e hung and there we swung right in 
the jaws of death. 


A liJtlc strand of hciuj't'n rope, and how I watched 
it there, 

With all around a hell of sound, and darkness 
and despair ; 
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A little strand of hempen rope, 1 watched it all 
alone, 

And somewhere in the dark behind 1 heard a woman 
moan ; 

And somewhere in the dark ahead I heard a man 
cry out, 

Then .silence, silence, silence (ell, ami mocked my 
liulUjw shout. 

And yet once more from out the sho^e 1 heard 
that cry of pain, 

A moan of mortal agony, then all was still again. 


That' night was bell with all the frills, and when 
the dawn broke dim, 

I saw a lean and level land, but never sign of him. 

I saw a flat and frozen sho:e of hideous device, 

I saw a long-drawn strand of rope that vanished 
through the ice. 

And on that treeless, rockless shore 1 found my 
partner—dead. 

No place was there to snub the raft, so —he had 
served instead! 

And with the rope lashed round lus waist, in last 
defiant fight, 

He’d thrown himself beneath tiie icc, that closed 
and gripped him tight } 
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And there he’d held us back from death, as fast 
in death he lay . . . 

Si^, boy I I’m not the pious brand, bat-^ just 
tried to pray. 


And then I looked to Julie Claire, and sore abashed 
was I, 

For from the robes that corered her / hsard—a 
baby cry. , . . 

« # ♦ ^ 

Thus was Love conqueror ol death, and life for life 
was given ; 

And though no saint on eartlii d'ye think BUrs 
squared hissetf with Heaven ? 



If you had the choice of (wo women to wed, 
(Though o£ course the idea is quite absurd), 
And the first from her heels to her dainty he?d 
Was charming in eveiy sense of the word: 
And,yet in the past (I grieve to state) 

She never had been exactly “ straight.” 

And the second—slie was beyond all cavil, 

A model of virtue, 1 must confess ; 

And yet, alas I she was dull as the devil, 

And rather a dowd in the way of dress ; 
Though what she was lacking in wit and beauty 
She moie than made up for in "sense of duty.” 

Now, suppose you must wed, and make no blunder, 
And either would love you, and Let you win her— 
Which of the two would you choose, I wonder, 
The stolid saint or the sparkling sinner? 
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Just think ! some night the stars will gleam 
Uj)Ou a cold, grey stone, 

And trace a name with silver beam, 

And lo ! 'twill be your own. 

That night is speeding on to greet 
Your cpitaphic rhyme. 

Your life is but a little beat 
Within the heart of Time. 

A little gain, a little pain, 

A laugh, lest you may moan ; 

A litlle blame, a little fame, 

A i:tai -glciun on a stone. 
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Jack would laugh an’ joke all 
Never saw a tad so gay ; 

Singin’ like a medder iark» 

Loaded to the Plimsoll mark 
With God's sunshine was that boy ; 
Had a strangle-holt on joy, 

Held his head 'way up in air, 

Left no callin’-cards on Care ; 

Breezy, buoyant, brave and true ; 

Sent his sunshine out to you ; 
Cheerfulest when clouds were blacb-^ 
Happy^ Jack I Oh, Happy Ja<^ 1 


Siltin’ in my shack almie 
I coold hear him in his own, 
Singin’ far into the night, 

Till it didn't seem just right 
One man should corral the fun. 
Live his life so in the ssn; 
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D14n*t seem quite natural 
Net te heee a groueli at all; 

Not a trouble, net a lack— 

Happy Jack I Ob, Happy Jack I 

He was plumbfol of good cheer 
Till he struck that low-down year ; 

Got so thin, so little to him, 

^u could most see daylight through him. 
Never was his eye so bright, 

Never was his cheek so white. 

Seemed as if somethin* was wrong, 

Sort o’ quaver in his song. 

Same old smile, same hearty voice : 

Bless you, boys I let's all rejoice I " 

But old Doctor shook hit head : 

** Half a lung,” was all be said. 

Yet that half was surely right, 

For I heard him every night. 

Singin,' singin’ in his shack— 

Happy Jack I Gh, Happy Jack I 


Than one day a letter came 
Endin’ with a female name; 
Seemed to get him in the neck, 
Sort o' pUe-drivar affaot; - 
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Paled his lip and plucked his breath, 
Left him starin’ still as death. 
Sumethin’ had gone awful wrong, 

Vet that night he sang his sotig. 

Oh, out it was good to hear i 
For there clutched my heart a fear, 
Su that I quaked listenin’ 

Every night to hear him sing. 

But each day he laughed wit), me, 
An’ his smile was full of glee. 

Nothin’ seemed to set him back— 
Happy Jack 1 Oh, Happy jack I 

Then one night the sir/gin’ stopped 
Seemed as if my heart just flojiped ; 
For I’d learned to love the boy 
With his gilt-edged line of joy, 

With his glorious gift of bluff, 

With his splendid Bghtin’ stuff. 

Sing on, lad, and play the game 1 
O dear God I ... no singin’ came, 
But there surged to me instead— 
Silence, silence, deep and dread 
Till 1 shuddered, tried to pray, 

Said : “ He’s maybe gone away.” 

Oh, yes, he had gone away, 

Cone forever and a day. 
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But he’d left behind him there. 

In Jbis cabin, pinched and bare, 

His poor body, skin and bone, 

. His sharp face, cold as a stone. 

An* his stiffened fingers pressed 
Somethin* bright upon his breast : 
Liocket with a silken ctu*l, 

Poor, sweet portrait of a girL 
' I reckon at the last 
How defiant-like he passed ; 

For there sat upon his lips 
Smile that deatli could not eclipse 
An’ within his eyes lived still 
Joy that dyin’ could not kill. 

An* now when the nights are long. 
How I miss his cheery song I 
How 1 sigh an* wish him back I 
Happy Jack I Oh, Happy Jack I 
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I KNOW a mountain thrilling to the stars, 

Peerless and pure, ami pinnacled svith snow« 
Glimpsing the golden dawn o'er coral burs, 
Flaunting the vaiiisbt sunset’s garnet glow 
Proudly patrician, passionless, serene ; 

Soaring in silvered sleens where cloud-surfs 
break ; 

Virgin and vestal—Oh, a very Queen I 
And at her feet there dreams a quiet lake. 


My lake adores my mountain—well I know, 

For I have watched it from its dawn-dream 
start, 

Stilling its mirror to her splendid snow, 

Framing her image in its trembling heart; 
Glassing her gracuousaess of greening wood* 
Kissing her throne, melodiously mad, 

Thrilling responsive to her e.tmry mood, 

GhXMned with her sadneee, gay when she is 


1 
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My lake has dreamed and loved since time was 
bom j 

Will love and dream till time shall cease to be ; 
Gazing to Her in worship half forlorn, 

Who looks towards the stars and will not see— 
My peerless mountain, splendid in her scorn. . . . 
Alas ! poor little lake ! Alas t poor me 1 



THE HEADLINER AND THE BREADLINER 

Moro, the Educated Ape, is here, 

The pet of vaudeville, so the posters say, • 

And every night the gaping people pay 
To see him in Ills panoply appear; 

To,see him pad his paunch with dainty cheer, 
Puff his perfecto, swill champagne, and sway 
Just like a gentleman, yet all in play, 

Then bow himself off stage with brutish leer. 

And as to-night, with noble knowledge crammed, 

I.'mid this human compost take my place, 

I, once a poet, now so dead and damned, 

The woeful tears half freezing on my face: 

“ O God I ” 1 cry, *' let me but take his shape, 
Moko's, the Blest, the Educated Ape.** 
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I TOOK the clock down from the shelf 
“At eight/' said I, “I shoot myself,” 

It lacked a minuU of the hour, 

And as I waited all a>cower, 

A skinful of black, boding pain, 

Bits of my life came back again. . • « 

” Mother, there's nothing more to eat — 
Why don*t you go out on the sireM f 
Always you sit and cry and cry; 

Here at tny play I wonder why. 

Mother, when you dress up at night. 

Red are your cheeks, your eyes are bright 
Twining a riband in your hair, 

Kissing good-bye you go downstair. 

Then I’m as lonely as can be. 

Ok, how / wish you were with me / 
when you go out on the street, 
Mother, there's always lots to eaW* . • • 
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For days the igloo has beeiv dark ^ 

But now the rag wick sends a spark 
That glitters in the icy air, 

And wakes frost sapphires everywhere ; 
Bright, bitter flames, that adder-like 
Dart here and there, yet fear \.o ^rike 
The gruesome gloom wherein ih^v lie, 
My comrades, oh, so keeii to die ! 

And I, the last—well, here I wait 
The clock to strike the hour of eight. . 


*‘Boy, a M hitler to be hurled 
i^awelssi and naked on the iMorld; 
Froten by night and starved by day^ 
Curses and kicks and clouts your p<tv. 
Bui you must fight! Boy, look on me! 
Anarch of all earth-misery ; 

Beggar and tramp and shameless sot ; 
Ktnblem ef ill, in rags that rot. 

Would you be foul and base as I f 
Oh, it is belter far to die! 

Ssoear to me now you*ll fight and fight, 
Boy, or VU kill you here lo-nighi.'' . . . 
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Curse this silence soft and black I 
Sting, little light, the shadows back I 
Dance, little fiame with freakish gkOe t 
Twinkle with brilliant mockery ! 

Glitter on ice-robed roof and floor I 
Jewel the bear-skin of the door I 
Gleam in my beard, illume my breath, 
Blanch the clock face that times my death I 
But do not pierce that murk so deep, 
Where in their sleeping-bags they sleep I 
But do not linger where they lie, 

They who had all the luck to die I • • ^ 


** There is nothing more to say f 
Let us part and go our way, 
Since it seems we can't agree, 

I will go across the sea. 

Proud of heart and strong am I; 
Not for tt'oman will I sigh ; 

Hold my head up gay and glad : 
You can find another lad.” . • « 
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Above the igloo piteous flies 
Dur irayed 6ag to the frozen skies. - 
Oh, would you Know how eafUi can be 
A hell—go north of Kighty-three ! 

Go, scan the snows day alter day, 

And hope for help, and pray and pray; 
Have scaMiide and sea-lice to cat; 

Melt water with your body’s heal ; 

Sleep all the fell, black w'inter t’lrough 
Beside the dear, dead men you knew. 
(The walrus blubber flares and gleams— 
O God 1 how long a iniinite seems 1) . . , 


“ Mary, many a day has passed, 

Since that mom of hot-head youth. 
Come I back at last, at last, 

Crushed with knowing of the Irulh ; 
How through bitter, barren years 
You loved me, and me alone; 
Waited, wearied, wept your tears— 
Oh, could I atone, atone, 

/ would pay a million fold / 

Pay you for the love you gave. 
Mary, look down as of old — 

i am kneeling by your vrave.” . . . 
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Olaf, the Blonde, was the first to go ; 
Bitten his eyes were by the snow , 
Sightless and sealed his eyes of blue, 

So th.it he died l>cfoic I knew 
Hete m these poot weak arms he died* 
“WoUcs will not get yon, Ud,** I bed, 
“For I will watch till Spimg come round 
Slumber you shall beneath the ground “ 
Oh, how I lied < 1 scarce can wait 

Sttikc, little clock, the hour of eight I 


“ Comrade, can you blame me quits t 
The honoi of the hug, long night 
/< on me, and I've hot tie fatn 
So long, and hoped for help in latn 
So frail am 2, and blind and dazed, 
Wtlh vurvy tick, with silence crazed 
Beneath the Arcitc^t keel of hate. 

Avid for Death I wait, 1 watt 
Oh, if I falter, fatl to fight, 

Can you, dear comrade, blame me quite t * 
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Big Eric gave up months ago. 

But seldom do men suffer so. 

His feet sloughed o£F, his fingers died, 
His hands shrunk up and muinmiiied. 

1 had to feed him like a child ; 

Yet he was valiant, joked and smiled, 
Talked of his wife and little om’: 
(Thanks be to God that 1 have none). 
Passed in the night without a moan, 
Passed, and I’m here, alone, al'.’ue. . . . 


"/’re got to kil! you, Dick. 

Your life for mine, you know 
Better to do it qiif'ck, 

A swift ami sudden blow. 

See! here’s my hand to lick / 

A hug bejore you go — 

God! but it makes me sick ; 

Old dog, / love you so. 
Forgive, forgive me, Dick — 

A swifi- and sudden blow.” 
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Often I start up in the dark, ' 

Thinking the sound of bells to hear. 

Often I wake from sleep : ** Oh, hark t 

Help ... it is coming . . . near and near.” 
Blindly I reel toward the door ; 

There the snow billows bleak and bare; 
Blindly I seek my den once more, 

Silence and darkness and despair. 

Oh, it is all a dreadful dream 1 

Scurvy and cold and death and dearth ; 

1 will awake to warmth and gleam, 

Silvery seas and greening earth. 

Life is a dream, its wakening, 

Death, gentle shadow of God’s wing. . . . 


Tick, tittle clock, my away! 

Even a second seems a day. 

Even a minute seems a year, 

Peopled with ghosts that press and peer 
Into tny face so charnel white, 

Lit by the devilish, dancing light. 

Tick, little clock I mete out my faK 
Tortured and tense / wait, I waiV* . . . 
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Oh, I have sworn I the hour is nigh: 
When it strikes eight I die, 1 die. 

Raise up the gun—it stings my brow—> 
When it strikes eight ... all ready . . . 


Down from my liand the weapon dropped; 
Wildly I stared . . . 

TK£ CLOCK HAD STOPHSD. 


IZ. 

Phantoms and fears and ghosts have gone. 

Peace seems to nestle in my brain. 

Lo I the clock stopped, I’m living on; 

Heart-sick 1 was, and less than sane. 

Yet do 1 scorn the thing I planned, 

Hearing a voice : O coward, fight! ** 

Then the clock stopped . . . whose was 
hand ? 

Maybe ’twas God^s—ah, w^, all's right. 
Heap on me darknMs, fold on fold! 

Pain i wrench and rack me I What care I F 
Leap on me, hunger, thirst and cold i 
I will await my time to die; 

Looking to Heaven that shines above ; 
Looking to God, and love . . . and love. 
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Hark I what Is that ? Bells, dogs again ! 

Is it a dream? I sob and cry. 

See I the door opens, fur>clad men 
Rush to my rescue j frail am I; 

Feeble and dying, dazed and glad. 

There is the pistol where it dropped. 
Boys, it was hard—but I'm not mad . . . 
Look at the clock—it stopped, it stopped. 
Carry me out. The heavens smile. 

See there's an arch of gold above. 

Now, let me rest a little while- 
Looking lo God and love . . . 


and love.*' 



DREAMS ARE BEST 

I 7UST think that dreams are bcstf 
Just to sit and fancy things ; 

Qive your gold no acid tost. 

Try not how your silver rings; 
Fancy women pure and good, 

Fancy men upright and true : 
Fortressed in yoijr solitude, 

Let Life be a dream to you. 

For 1 think that Thought is all ; 

Truth’s a minion of the mind ; 
Love's ideal comes at call; 

As ye seek so shall ye find. 

But ye must not seek too far ; 

Things are never whst they seem : 
Let a star be just a star, 

And a wemen just a dream. 
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O you Dreamers, proud and pure, 

You have gleaned the sweet of life I 
Golden truths that shall endure 
Over pain and doubt and strife, 

I would rather be a fool 
Living in my Paradise, 

Than the leader of a school, 

Sadly sane and weary-wise, 

O you Cynics with your sneers, 

Fallen brains and hearts of brass, 
Tweak me by my foolish ears, 

Write me down a simple ass ( » 
ril believe the real “you" 

Is the “ you " without a taint $ 
ni believe each woman, too, 

But a slightly damaged saint. 

Yes, rU smoke my cigarette, 

Vestured in my garb of dreams, 

And I’ll borrow no regret; 

All is gold that golden gleams. 

So I’ll ^arm my solitude 

With the faith that Life is blast, 
Brava and noble, bright and good . • • 
Ob, I tbtek that dreams are best I 
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When you’re lost in the Wild, and you re '•uared 
as a child, 

And Death looks you bang in the eye, 

And you’re sore as a boil, it’s accoi ling to Hoyle 
To cock your levolvci and . . d'c. 

But the Code of a Man bays: ** Fight all you 
, can,” 

And seli-disboliition la barred. 

In hungci and woe, oh, it's easy to blow . , . 

It's tlie bell-seivcd'for-brc.Lkia>t that's haid. 

” You’re sick of the game I ” Well, now, that's a* 
shame. 

You’re young and you’re btave and you'ic bxight. 
"You’ve had a raw deal I” I know—but don't 
squeal, 

Buck up, do your damnedest, and fight. 

It's the plugging away that will win yon tlie day, 
So don't be a piker, old paid 1 
just draw on your grit , it's 'O easy to quit t 
It's the kseping-your-chw ip that’s hard. 
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It’s essy to cry that you're beaten—^and die; 

It*a easy to crawfish and crawl; 

But to fight and to fight when hope's out of sight— 
Why, that's the best game of them all I 
And though you come out of each gruelling bout 
All broken and beaten and scarred, 

Just have one more try—it's dead easy to die, 

It's the keeping'un-living that’s hard. 
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THE COW-JUICE CURE 

Ths clover was in blossom, an the year was at 
the June, 

When Flap-jack Billy bit the town, likewise 
O’Flynn’s saloon. 

The, frost was on the fodder an’ the wind was 
growin' keen, 

When Billy gut to seein' snakes in Sullivan’s 
shebeen. 

Then in meandered Deep-bole Dan, once comrade 
of the cup ; 

“ Oh, Billy, for the love of Mike, why don't ye 
sober up ? 

I’ve got the gorgus redpay, 'tis smooth an' slick 
as silk— 

Jest quit yer strangle-holt on hooch, an’ irrigate 
with milk. 

Lackteeal flooid is the lubrication you require ; 
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Yer nervus fratoe-up’s Uk« a bunch of snarled 
piano wire. 

You want to It coated up with atfdypoae 
tishoo, 

So’s it urlU work elastic-Hke, an’ milk's the dope 
for you.” 

WeJi, Billy was complyable, an’ in a month, H^a 
strange, 

f. hat coW'juice seemed to oppyrate a most amazin' 
change. 

” Call up the water-wagon, Dan, an’ book my seat,” 
sez he. 

"'Tis mighty queer,” sez Deep-hole Dan, k’twas 
just the same with me.” 

They shanghaied little Tom O’Sliane, they cached 
him safe away. 

An’ though he objurgated some, they ” cured ” 
him night an’ day; 

An’ pretty soon there came the change amazhi* 
to explain: 

“ I’ll never take another drink,” set Timothy 
O’Shane. 

They tried it out on Spike Miildoon, that toper 
of renown ; 

They put it over Grouch McGraw, the terror of 
the town. 
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They roped in “tanks’* from far and near, an* 
ever)' test was sure, 

An’ like a flame there ran the fame of Deep-hOle'a 
Cow-juice Cure. 


“It's mighty queer,” sez Deep-h >le Dan, “I'm 
puzzled through and through { 

It's only milk from Riley’s ranch, no other milk 
wiU do.” 

An’ it jest happened on that night, with no pre¬ 
dictive plan, 

He left some milk from Riley's ranch a-settin’ in 
q pan; 

An' picture his amazement when he poured that 
milk next day— 

There in the bottom of the pan a dozen “coloura** 
ley. 


“ Well, what d’ye know 'bout that ? ” sea Dan; 
“ Gosh-ding my dasted eyes, 

We’ve been an’ had the Gold Cure, Dill, an’ none 
of us was Avise 1 

The milk's free-millin', that*s a cinch; there's 
colours everywhere. 

4 

Row, let us figger this thing ont-^how does die 
dust git there ? 
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'Gold from the grass-roots down/ they say—why, 
Bill I we’ve got it cold— 

Them co^\s what nibbles up the grass, jest nibbles 
up the gold. 

We're blasted, bloomin’ miUionaires, dissemble an’ 
he low : *"• 

We'll follow them gold-beann’ cows, an' j^rospect 
where they go ” 

• An’ to it came to pass, fer weeks them miners 
might be found 

A'sneakm’ round on Riley’s ranch, an’ snipin’ at 
the ground, 

Till even Riley stops an’ stales, an' presently 
allows: 

’^Them boys appear to take a mighty interest in 
cows.” 

An' njght an’ day they shadowed each auriferous 
bovine, 

An’ j)anned the grass-roots on their trail, yet niwer 
gold they seen 

An' all that season, secret like, they worked an* 
nothui’ found ; 

An' there was colours in the milk, but none was 
in ttie pound. 

An* mighty desperate wu they, an’ down upon 

thnir luck, 
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When sudden, inspiration-like, the source of it 
they struck. 

An’ where d’ye tl»ink they traced it to ? It grieves 
my heart to tell— 

In the black sand at the Ur^ttom of that wicked 
milkman’s ivtU. 



WHILE THE BANNOCK BAKES 


Light up your pipe again, old chum, and ait awhile 
with me; 

I've got to watch the bannock bake—how teatfol 
is the air I 

You’d little think that we were somewhere north 
of Sixty-three. 

Though where I don't exactly know, and don’t 
precisely care. 

The man-size mountains palisade us round on every 
side; 

The river is a-flop with fish, and ripples silver- 
clear; 

a 

The midnight sunshine brims yon cleft—we think 
it’s the Divide; 

We'll get there in a month, maybe, or maybe 
in a year. 
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It doesn’t matter, does it, pal ? We’re ot that 
breed of men 

With whom the world of wine and cards and 
women disagree; 

Your trouble was a roofleas game of poker now 
and then, 

And raising up my elbow,” th:it*s what got 
away with me. 

We’re merely ^’Undesitablea,” artistic more or 
less; 

Aly homy hands are Chopin^wise; you quote 
your Browning well; 

And yet we’re fooling round for g(.>ld in this damned 
<wilderness : 

The joke is, if we found it, we would both go 
straight to bell. 

Weil, maybe we won’t find it—and at least we’ve 

got the "life.” 

We’re both as brown as berries, and could wrestle 
with a bear: 

(That bannock’s raising nicely, pal; just jab it 
with your knife.) 

Fine specimens of manhood they would reckon 
ns out there. 

It’s the tracking and the packing and the poling 
in the sun; 
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It’s the sleeping in the open, it’s the rugged, 
un faked food ; 

It's the snoW'Shoe and the paddle, and the camp-fire 
and the gun, 

And when I think of what 1 was, I know that 
it is good. 

Jnst think of bow we’ve poled all day up this 
strange little stream ; 

Since life began no eye of man has seen this 
place before ; 

Hew fearless all the wild things are I the banks 
with goobc-grass gleam, 

And there’s a bron^sy muskiat sitting sniffing at 
his door. 

A mother duck with biood of ten comes squatiering 
along; 

The tawny, wUite-winged ptarmigan are flying 
all about; 

And in that swirly, golden pool, a restless, gleaming 
throng. 

The trout are waiting till we condescend to 
take them out. 

Ah, yes, it’s good I I’ll bet that there’s no doctor 
like the Wild : 

(Just tom that bannock over there; it’s getting 
nicely brown): 


106 WHILE THE BAJJ^NOOK BAKES 


’ nugbt be in my grave by now, forgotten and 
reviled, 

Or rotting like a sickly cur in some far, foreign 
town. 

I might be tliat vile thing I was—it all seems 
like a drc.im ; 

I owed a man a grudge one time *bat only life 
could pay, 

And yet it’s half-foi gotten now—how petty these 
things seem ' 

(But that’s "aaotlict story,” pal; ill tell it >uu 
some day.) 


How strange two “ iiresponsibles ” should chum 
away up here . 

But round the Arctic Cade fiiends aie few 
and fat between 

We’ve faliaicd the same c«imp-firc and tent for 
High on seven ycai, 

And nevet had a woid that wasn't cheering and 
seiene. 

We've halved the toil and split the spoil, and 
boinc each other’s pack 

By all the Wild's fiecmasonry we’re brothm, 
tried and true; 
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We*ve swept on danger side by side, and fought it 
back to back, 

And you would die for me, old pal,, and I would 
die for you. 


Now there was that time I got lost in Rory Bory 
Land, 

(How quick the blizzards sweep on one across 
that Polar seal) 

You formed a rescue crew of One, and saw a frozen 
hand 

That stuck out of a drift of snow—and, partner, 
it was Me. • 

But I got even, did 1 not, that day the paddle 
broke ? 

White water on the Coppermine—a rock—a split 
canoe— 

Two fellow's struggling in the foam (one couldn’t 
swim a stroke): 

A half-drowned man 1 dragged ashore . . . and, 
partner, it was You. 

* s • s • 

In R(;ry Borealis Land the winter’s long and 
black; 

The silence seems a solid thing, shot through 
with wolfish woe ; 
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And towelled by the eager stars the skies vault 
vastly back, 

And man seems bat a httlc niite m that weird* 
lit pl.iteau 

Nothing to do but smoke and yam of wild and 
miS'Spcnt lives, 

Beside the camp fire there wc s —^what tales 
yon told to me 

Of love and hate, a'lu chance an 1 late, and 
temporary wives I 

In Rory Borealiii i^and, beside the Arctic Seal 

One }ain you told me in those dtys I can rememhel 
'still , 

It seemed as if I visioned it, so shaip yoa 
sketched it m, 

Bellona wab the name, 1 think ; a coast town is 
Br.uil, 

Where nobody did anything but serenade and 
sin. 

I saw it all—the jewelled sea, the golden scythe of 
sand, 

The stately pillars of the palms, the feathery 
bamboo, 

The red-roofed booses and the kwart, sun-dominated 
land, 

The people ever children, and the heavens ever 

blee. 
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You told me of that girl of yours, that blossom of 
old Spain, 

All glamour, grace and witchery, all passion, 
verve and glow. 

How maddeniug she must have been ' You made 
me sec hci plain, 

There 1 j uui little canip*fire, in the sdeni c and 
the snow 

You loved her and she loved you. She’d a husband, 
too, I think ; 

A doctor chap, you told me, whom she treated 
like a dog, 

4 white man living on the beach, a hopeless slave 
to drink— • 

(Just turn that bannock over there, that’s propped 
against the log). 

That story seemed to strike me, pal-^it happens 
e\’cry day : 

You bad to go away awhile, then somehow it 
befell 

Hie doctor chap discovered, gave her up, and 
went away ; 

You came back, tired of her in time . . . there’s 
nothing more to tell. 

Hist 1 tec those willows stlvering where swamp 
and nver moot I 
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Just reach me up my rifle, quick ; that's Mister 
Moose, I know— 

There now, Vve got him dead to rtidifs , . . but, 
hell! we've lots to eat I 

I don't believe in taking life-^ve'll let the 
beggar go. 

Heigh-ho I I’m tired ; the bannock’s cof>kcd ; it’s 
time we both turned in. 

The morning mist is coral-kissed, the morning 
sky is gold. 

The camp-fire's a confessional—wint funny yarns 
we spin! 

It sort of made me think ■> bit, that story that 
you told. 

The fig-leaf belt and Rory Bory are such odd 
extremes. 

Yet after all how very nnall this old world 
seems to be . . . 

Yes, that was quite a yam, old pal, and yet to me 
it seems 

You missed the point: the p'>mt is that tbr 
“ doctor chap ” 


. was me. 



THE LOST MASTER. 

** And when I come to die," be said, 

" Ye shall not lay me out in state, 

Nor leave your laurels at my head, 

Nor cause j’our men of speech orate ; 

No monument your gift shall be, * 

No column in the Hall of Fame ; 

But just this line ye grave for me ; 

‘ He played the game.* ** 

So when his glorious task was done, 

It was not of his fame we thought ; 

It was not of his battles won, 

But of the pride with which he fought ; 

But of his zest, his ringing laugh, 

His trenchant scorn of praise or blame : 

And so we graved his epitaph, 

“ He played the game.' 

ui 
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And 80 we, too, in humbler ways 
Went forth to fight the fight anew, 

And heeding neither blame nor praise, 

We held the course he set us true. 

4nd we, too, find the fighting sweet; 

And wc, too, fight for fighting’s sake; 
And though we go down in defeat, 

And though our stormy hearts may break, 
Wr will not d(> our Master si ame f 
We’ll play the game, please God, 

We’ll play the game 
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Comb out, O Lif* Moccasins, and frolic on the 
snow 1 

Come out, O tiny beaded feet, and twinkle in 
the light I • 

I’ll play the old Red River reel, you used to love 
it so: 

Awake, O Little Moccasins, and dance for me 
to-night I 


Your hair was all a gleamy gold, 3 rour eyes a corn¬ 
flower blue; 

Your cheeks were pink as tinted shells, yon 
stepped light as a fawn , 

Your mouth was like a coral bud, with seed pearis 
peeping through ; 

As gladdening as Spring you were, as radiant at 

dawn. 
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Come out, O Little Moccasins I I'll play so soft 
and low, 

The songs you loved, the old heart-songs that 
in my mem'ry ring; 

O child, I want to hear you now beside the camp¬ 
fire glow I 

With all your heart a-throbbing in the simple 
words you sing. 


For there was only you and I, and you were all* 

4 

to me; 

And round us were the barren lands, but little 
did we fear; 

Of all God’s haj^py, happy folks the happiest 
were we . . . 

(Oh, call her, poor old Hddle mine, and maybe 
she will hear 1) 


Your mother was a half-breed Cree, but you 
were white all through ; 

And I your father wa>--but, well, that’s neither 
here nor there ; 

I only know, my little Queen, that all my world 
was you, 

And now that world can end to-night, and I 
will never care. 
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For there’s a tiny wooden cross that pricks up 
through the snow : 

(Poor Little Moccasins I you're tired, and so you 
lie at rest.) 

And tliere's a** grey-haired, weary man beside the 
camp-fire glow : 

(O fiddle mitie ! the tears to-night are drumming 
on your breast.) 



THE WANDERLUST 


The Wanderlust has lured me to the seveiw 
lonely seas, 

Has dumped me on the tailing-piles of dearth; 

The Wanderlust has haled me from the morris 
* chairs of ease, 

Has hurled me to the ends of all the earth. 

How bitterly I’ve cursed it, oh, the Painted Desert 
knows, 

The wraithlike heights that hug the pallid 
plain, 

The all>but«fiuid sOeace—^et the longing gtomt 
and grows, 

And I've got to glut the Wanderlust again. 

Soldier, sailor, in what a plight I've been I 
Tinker, tailor, oh, adiat a ught I’ve seen 1 
And I'm hitting the trail in the morning,. 

bora. 



TBM WANDSBLXrs'T lit 

And you won’t sec my heels for dust; 
For it's " all day " with you 
When you answer the cue 
Of the Wan>der-lu8t. 

The Wanderlust has got me ... by the belly* 
aching Are, 

By the fever and the freezing and the pain , 
By the darkness that just drowns you^ by the wail 
of home desire, 

I’ve tried to break the spell of it—m vain. 

Life might have been a feast for me, now there 
are only crumbs; 

In rags and tatters, beggar*wise I sit; * 

Yet there’s no rest or peace for me, imperious it 
drums, 

The Wanderlust, and I must follow it 

Highway, by*way, many a mile I’ve done , 

Rare way, fair way, many a height I’ve 
won; 

But I'm pulling my freight in the morning, 
boys, 

And it’s over the bills or bust I 
For there’s never a cure 
When you Hst to the lure 
Of the Weii*der-k»t. 



Hi 
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The Wandenust has taught me ... it has whis¬ 
pered to my heart 

Things all you stay-at-homes will never know. 

The white man and the savage are but three short 
days apart, 

Three days of cursing, crawhng, doubt and 
woe. 

Then it’s down to^ chewing niuclucs, to the water 
you can eat, 

To fish you bolt with nose held in your hand. ‘ 

When you get right down to cases, it’s King Grub 
that rules the races, 

And the Wanderlust will h Ip you understand. 

« 

Haunting, taunting, that is the spell of it; 

Mocking, baulking, that is the hell of it; 

But I’ll shoulder my pack in tlie morning, 
boys, 

And I’m going because I must; 

For it’s so-long to all 
When you answer the usU 
Of the Wan-der-lust. 

Tbt Wanderlust bat blest me ... in a ragged 
blanket curled, 

I’ve watched the gulf of Heaven foam with 
stars; 
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I’ve walked with eyes wide open to the wonder of 
the world, 

Tve seen God’s flood of glory burst its bars. 
I’ve seen the gold a^blinding in the riffles of the 

sky, 

Till I fancied me a bloated plutocrat; 

But I'm freedom’s happy bond*sIave, and I will be 
till I die, 

And I’ve got to thank the Wanderlust for that. 


Wild heart, child heart, all of the world your 
home. 

Glad heart, ;nad heart, what can yon ^o but 
roam ir 

Oh, I'll beat it once more in the morning, 
boys, 

With a pinch of tea and a crust; 

For you cannot deny 
When you hark to the cry 
Of the Wan-dcr-lust 


The Wanderlust will claim me at the finish for its 
own. 

I’ll turn my back on men and face the Pole. 
Beyond the Arctic outposts I will venture all ^one ; 
Some Never-never I.^nd will be my goal. 
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Thank God I tbare’a none will miss me, for I've 
been a bird of flight; 

A.nd in my moccasins PU take my call; 

For the Wanderlost has ruled me, 

And the Wanderlust has schooled me, 

And Pm ready for the darkest trail of all. 


Grim' land, dim land, oh, bow the vastness 
calls I 

Par land, star land, oh, how the stillness 
falls! 

For you never can tell if it’s heaven or bell, 
And Pm taking the trail on trust; 

3ut I haven’t a doubt 
That my soul will leap out 
On its Wan-der-lust 



THE TRAPPER’S CHRISTMAS EVE 

It’s mighty lonesome-like and drear. 

Above the Wild the moon rides high, 
And shows up sharp and needJe*clear 
The emptiness of earth and sky; 

No happy homes with love aglow; 

No Santa Claus to make believe: 

Just snow and snow, and then more snow ; 
It’s Christmas Eve, it’s Christmas Eve. 

And. here am 1 where all thin^ end, 

And Undesirables are buried; 

A poor old man without a friend, 

Forgot and dead to all the worid; 

Clean out of sight and out of mind. . • • 
W^, maybe it is better an; 

We all in life ovr level find, 

And mine, 1 guess, is pretty kw. 
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Yet as I sit with pipe alight 
Beside the cabin-fire, it’s queer 
This mind of mine must take to-night 
The backward trail of fifty year. 

The school'house and the Christmas tree { 
The children with their checks aglow; 
Two bright blue eyes that smile on me . . . 
Just half a century ago. 


Again (it’s maybe forty years), 

With faith and trust almost divine, 

These same blue eyes, abrim with tears, 
Through depths of love look into mine. 

A parting, tender, soft and low, 

With arms that cling and lips that cleave— 
Ah me ! it’s ail so long ago, 

Yet seems so sweet this Christmas Bve 


Just thirty years ago again . . . 

We say a bitter, last good-bye ; 

Our lips are white with wrath ,ind pain ; 

Our little childrcu cling and crj. 
Whose was the fault ? It matters not, 
For man and woman both deceive ; 

It’s buried now and all forgot. 

Forpvcn, too, this Christmas Eve. 
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And the (God pity me) is dead ; 

Our children men and women grown. 

1 like to think that they are wed, 

With little children of their own, 

That crowd around their Christmas tree « . . 

I would not ever have them grieve, 

Nor shed a single tear for me, 

To mar tlieir joy this Christmas Eve. 


Stripped to the buff and gaunt and still 
Lies all the land in grim distress. 

Like lost soul wailing, long and shrill, 

A wolf'howl cleaves tlic emptiness. 

Then hushed as Death is everything. * 

The moon rides haggard and forlorn . , . 
O bark the herald angels sing I 
God bless all men—it's Christmas morn. 
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honesty ktndfyt stmpUy true, 

Seek good in all, seem but fteUnea, 
Whatever sorrow come to you. 

Believe tn Life’s Benejvrtnu I 

r 

The World's all nght, serene 1 eft, 

And cease to puzzle ever it. 

There’s much that’s mighty strange, no doubt 
But Nature knows what she’s about; 

And in a milhon years or so 

We’U know more than to-day we know. 

Old Evolution’s under way— 

What bo I the World’s all right, 1 lay. 

Could tbin^ be other than they are ? 

AU’s in its place, from mole to star. 

The thistledown that flits and flies 
Could drift no hairsbriMdth odierwise. 
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What i»f must be | with rhythmic laws 
AU Nature chimes. Effect and Cause. 

The sand^grain and the sun obey— 

'Wha.t ho I the World's aU right, I say. 

Just try to get the Cosmic touch, 

The sense that **you" don't matter mu^. 

A milli on stars are in the sky; 

A million planets plunge and die. 

A million million men are sped ^ 

A million million wait ahead. 

Each plays his part and has his day—> 

What bo! the World’s all right, I si^ 

Just try to get the Chemic view: 

A million million lives made you.* 

In lives a million you will be 
Immortal down Eternity ; 

Immortal on this earth to range, 

With never death, but ever change. 

You always were, and will be aye~ 

What bo I the World's all right, I say. 

Be glad! And do not blindly ^opc 
For Truth that lioL.bejrond our sc^es 
A sober plot infonneth all 
Of Life’s uproarious caraivul. 
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Your day is sach a little one, 

A goat that lives from sun to sun ; 

Yet gnat and yon have parts to play-— 
What ho ! the World’s all right, I say. 

And though it’s written from the start, 

Just act your best your little p: .rt. 

Just be as happy as you can, 

And serve your kind, and die~-a man. 

Just live the good that in you lies, 

And seek no guerdon of the rUies ; 

Just make your Heaven here, to-day— 

What ho I the World's all right, I say. 

I 

Remember I in Creation's swing 

The Race and not the man’s the thing. 

There's battle, murder, sudden death, 

And pestilence, with poisoned breath. 

Yet quick forgotten are such woes; 

On, on the stream of Being flows. 

Truth, Beauty, Love maintain their sway— 
What bo t the World’s all right, 1 say. 

The World’s all right; sei ene 1 sit, 

And joy that 1 am part c£ ft; 

Ajsd put my trust in Nature's plan, 

And to aid her all I can ; 



THE WORLD'S ALL RIGHT 127 


Content to pass, if in my place 
I’ve served the uplift of the Race. 

Truth t Beauty I Love 1 O Radiant Day— 
What fto ! the World’s all right, I say. 



THE BALDNESS OF CHEWED-EAR 


^HBN Chewed-ear Jenkuis got hitched up to 
Gunmeyveer McGee, 

His flowin’ locks, ye recollect, wuz frivolous an’ 
tree; 

But in old Hymen’s jack*pol, it’s a most amarin* 
thing, 

Them flowin’ locks jest disappeared like snowballs 
in the Spru g , 

Jest seemed to wilt an’ fade away like dead leaves 
in the Fall, 

An’ left old Chewed-ear balder than a whitewashed 
cannon balh 

Now Missis Chewed-ear jeokiub, ^hat wus Gnin< 
neyveer McGee, 

Wus jest about as floe a draw as ever made a 
P9»*i 
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Bnt when the boys got joshin* an* suggested it 
was she 

That must be inflooenshul for the old man’s slump 
in hair— 

Why I Missis Chewed*ear Jenkins jest went clean 
up in the air. 

" To demonstrate,” sea she that night, “ the lovin’ 
wife I am, 

I’ve bought a doaen bottles of Bink’s Anty>Dandruff 
Balm. 

’Twill make yer hair jest sprout an’ curl like squash- 
vines in the sun, 

An’ I propose to sling it on till every di op is done.” 

That hit old Chewed-ear’s funny side, so he lays 
back an’ hollers: 

” The day you raise a hair, old girl, you'll git a 
thousand dollars.” 

Now, whether 'twas the prize or not ’tis mighty hard 
to say, 

But Chewed*ear didn’t seem to have much comfort 
from that day. 

With bottles of that dandioff dope she followed at 
bis heels, 

An’ sprinkled an’ massaged him even when he ate 
his meals. 

2 
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She waked him from his beauty sleep with tender, 
lovin’ care, 

An' rubbed and scrubbed assiduous, yet never sign 
of hair. 

Well, naturally all the boys soon tumbled to the joke, 

An* at the Wow-wow’s Social 'twas Cold-deck Davis 
s])oke : 

“The little woman’s workin’ mighty hard on 
Chewed ear’s crown ; 

Let’s give her for a three-fifth’s share a hundred 
dollars down. 

We stand to make five hundred clear—boys, drink 
f. in whiskey straight; 

* The Chewed-ear Jenkins Hii^nte Propagation 
Syndicate.”’ 

The boys >vuz on, an’ soon chipped in the necessary 
dust; 

They primed up a committy to negotiate the deal; 

Then Missis Jenkins yielded, bein’ rather in disgust, 

An’ all WU 2 signed an’ witnessed, an’ invested witli 
a seal. 

They rounded up old Chewed>ear, an’ they broke 
it what they’d done ; 

Allowed they’d bought an interest in his chance 
of raisin' hair ; 
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They yanked his hat off anxious^like, opinin’ one 
by one, 

Their magnifyin’-glasses showed fine prospects 
everywhere. 

They bought Hairleue, an’ Thatchem, an’ Jay's 
Cappillery Juice, 

An’ Seven Something Sisters, an’ Macassar an’ 
Bay Rum, 

An’ everyone insisted on his speshul right to 
sluice 

His speshul line of lotion onto Chewed-ear’s 
cranium. 

They only got the merrier the more the old man 
roared, • 

An’ shares in Jenkins Hirsute” went sky-highin’ 
on the board. 

The Syndicate wuz hopeful that they’d demon* 
strate the pay, 

An’ Missis Jenkins laboured in her perseverio 
way. 

The boys discussed on “surface rights,” an’ “out¬ 
crops,” an’ so on, 

to 

An’ planned to have it “ crown ” surveyed, an 
blueprints of it drawn. 

They ran a base line, sluiced an’ yelled, an 
everyone wuz 
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Except the balance of the property, an* he wuz 
» mad.*’ 

" It gives me pain,” he interjects, “ to squash ycr 
glowin’ dream. 

But you wuz fouls when you got in on this here 
‘ Hirsute ’ scheme. 

You’ll never raise a hair on me ”—when lo I that 
very night, 

Preparin’ to retire, he got a most unpleasant 
fright: 

For on that shinin' dome of his, so prominently 
bare, 

He felt the baby outcrop of a second growth of 
> hair. 

' A thousand dollars I SutTerin’ C»sar! Well, it 
must be saved 1 

He grabbed his razor recklesslike, an’ shaved an' 
shaved an’ shaved. 

An* when his head wuz smooth again he gives a 
mighty sigh, 

An’ sneaks away, an’ buys some Hair Destroyer 
on the sly. 

So there wnz Mi^is ^enkins with ” Restorer" 
wagin’ fight, 

An’ Chewed-ear with ” Destroyer ” drcumventii 
her at night 
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The battle wuz a mighty one; his nerves wuz on 
the strain, 

An’ yet in spite of all he did that hair began to 
gain. 


The situation grew intense, so quietly one day, 

He gave his shareholders the slip, an’ made bis 
get*away. 

^Jest like a criminal he skipped, an’ aimed to 
defalcate 

The Chewed*ear Jenkins Hirsute Propagation 
Syndicate. 

His guilty secret burned him, an' he sought the 
city’s din: 

"I’ve got to get a wig,” sc 2 he, "to cover up my 
sin. 

It’s growin’, growin', night an’ day; it’s most 
amazin’ hair ; ” ' 

An’ when he looked at it that night, he 
shuddered with despair. 

He shuddered an’ suppressed a cry at what his 
optics seen— 

For on my word of honour, boys, that hair wuz 
growin’ green. 

At first he guessed he’d get eome dye, an’ try to 
dlye it black; 
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An’ then he saw 'twas Nemmysis wuz layin’ on 
his track. 

He must jest face the music, an’ confess the 
thing he’d done, 

An' pay the boys an’ Gninneyveer the money they 
bad won. 

An’ then there came a big idee—ii thrilled him 
like a shock : 

Why not control the Syndicate by buyui’ up the 
stock ? 

An’ so next day he hurried back with smoothly 
shaven pate, 

An’ fbr a hundred dollars he bought up the 
Syndicate. 

'Twas mighty frenzied finance an’ the boys set up 
a roar, 

But “Hirsutes” from the market wuz withdrawn 
for evermore. 

An’ to this day in Nuggetsville they tell the tale 
bow slick 

The Syndicate sold out too soon, and Chewed- 
ear turned the trick. 



THE MOTHER 

There will be a singing in your heart. 

There will be a rajiture in your eyes; 

You will be a woman set apart, 

You will be so wonderful and wise. 

You will sleep, and when from dreams you start, 
As of one that wakes in Paradise, 

There will be a. singing in your heart, 

There will be a rapture in your eyes. 


There will be a moaning in your heart, 
There will be an anguish in your eyes; 
You will see your dearest ones depart, 

You will bear their quivering good-byes. 
Yours will be the heart>ache and the smart, 
Tears that scald and lonely sacrifice; 
There will be a moaning in your heart, 

There will be an anguish in your eyes. 

m 
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There vrill come a glury in your eyes, 

There will come a peace within year heart; 
Sitting ’neath the quiet evening skies, 

Time will dry the tear and dull the smart 
You will know that you have played your part 
Yours shall be the love that never dies: 

You, with Heaven's peace within your heart, 
You, with God’s own glory in your ^ves. 



THE DREAMER 


The lone man gazed and gazed upon tiis gold, 
His sweat, his blood, the wage oi weary days ; 
But now how sweet, how doubly sweet to hold 
All g<ay and gleamy to the camp-fire blaze. 

The evening sky was sinister and cold ; 

The vrillows shivered, wanly lay the snow j 
. The uncommiserating land, so old, 

So worn, so grey, so niggard in its woe, 

Peered through its ragged shroud. The lone mai 
sighed, 

Poured back the gaudy dost into its poke, 
.Gazed at the seething river listlcss-eyed, 

Loaded bis corn-cob pipe ^ if to smoke ; 

Then crushed with weariness and hardship crept 
Into his ragged robe, and swiftly slept 



188 THE DREAMER 

Hour after Iiour went by; a shadow slipped 
From vasts of shadow to the camp-fire flame; 
Gripping a rifle with a deadly aim, 

A gaunt and hairy man with wolfish eyes. . . . 


The sleeper dreamed, and lol Miis wai his dream: 

He rode a streaming horse acoss moor. 
Sudden ’mid pit-black night a 1ightni)-g gleam 
Showed him a wayside inn, forlorn and poor. 

A sullen host unbarred the creaking door, 

And led him to a dim and dreary room, 
Wherein he sat and puked th<. fire a-roar, 

So that weird shadows jigged athwart the 
gloom. 

He ordered wine. 'Od’s blood 1 but he was 
tired. 

What matter I Charles was crushed and 
George was King ; 

His party high in power; how he aspired ! 

Hed guineas packed his purse, too tight to 
ring. 

The firelight gleamed upon his silken hose, 

His silver buckles and bis powdered wi^ 

What ho I more wine t He drank, he slowly rose. 
What made the shadows dartce that madcap jig ? 
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He clutched the candle^ steered his way to bed, 
And in a trice was sleeping like the dead. 


A^ss the room there crept, so shadow soft, 

His sullen host, with naked knife agleam, 

(A gaunt and hairy man with wolfish eyes.) . . 
And as he lay, the sleeper dreamed a dream 

« • • • e 

Twas in a ruder land, a wilder day. 

A rival princeling sat upon his throne, , 
Within a dungeon dark and foul he lay. 

With chains that bit and festered to the bone. 
They haled him harshly to a vaulted room, 

Where One gazed on him with malignant eye ; 
And in that devil-face be read his doom, 

Knowing* il*at ere the dawn-light he must die. 
Well, he was sorrow-glutted; let them bring 
Their prize assassins to the bloody work. 

His kingdom lost, yet would he die a King, 
Peerless and proud, as when he faced the Turk. 
Ah, God I the glory of that great Crusade 1 
The bannered pomp the gleam, the splendid 
urge I 
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The crash of reeking combat, blade to blade! 

The reeling ranks, blood*avid and a-surge I 
For long he thought; then feeling o’er him creep 
Vast weariness, he fell into a sleep. 


The cell door opened; soft the hearlsman came, 
Within his hand a mighty axe agleam, 

(A gaunt and hairy man with wolhsh eyes.) . . . 
And as he lay, the sleeper dreamed a dream ; 

e • • • e 

’Twas in a land unkempt, of life’s red dawn, 
Whe^e in his sanded cave h( dwelt alone ; 
Sleeping by day, or sometimes worked upon 
His flint-head arrows and his knives of stone ; 
By night stole forth and slew the savage boar, 
So that he loomed a hunter of loud fame, 

And many a skin of wolf and wild-cat wore, ^ 
And counted many a flint-head to hi? name; 
Wherefore he walked the envy of the band, 
Hated and feared, bnt matchless in his skill 
Till lo I one night deep in that shaggy land. 

He tracked a yearling bear and made his kill; 
Then over-worn he rested by a stream, 
sank into a sleep too deep for dream. 



THB DREAMER 


141 


Hunting his food a rival caveman crept 
Through dio&e dark woods, and marked him 
where he lay; 

Cowered and crawled upon him as he slept, 
Poising a mighty stone aloft to flay — 

(A gaunt and hniry man with wolii‘*h eyes.) . 

a • • • * 

The great stone crashed. The Dreamer shrieked 
and woke, 

And saw, fear-bUnded, in his dripping cell, 

A gaunt and hairy man, who with one stroke 
Swung a great axe of steel that flashed and 
fell. ... , 

So that he woke amid his bedroom gloom, 

And saw, hair-poised, a naked, thirsting knife, 

A gaunt and hairy man witli eyes of doom— 

And then the blade plunged down to dunk his 
life. . . . 

So that he woke, wrenched back his robe, and 
looked, 

And saw beside his dying hie upstart 
A gaunt and hairy man with finger crooked—- 
A nfte a bullet searched his heart. . . . 

« • « • « 
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The morning sky was sinister and cold. 

Grotesque the Dreamer sprawled, and did noi 
rise. 

For long and long there gazed upon some gold 
A gaunt and hairy man with wolfish eyes. 



AT THIRTY-FIVE 


Thkse score and tea, the Paalnust saith, 
And half my course is wcllnigh run; 

Tve had my flout at dusty death, 

I’ve had my whack of lefist and fun. 

I’ve mocked at those who prate and preach 
I’ve laughed with any man alive; 

But now witli sobered heart 1 reach 
The Great Divide of Thirty-6ve. 

And looking back I must confess 
I’ve little cause to feel elate. 

I’ve played the mummer more or less; 

1 fumbled fortune, flouted fate. 

I’ve vastly dreamed and little done ; 

I’ve idly watched my brothers strive: 

Oh| I have loitered in the sun 
By primrose paths to Thirty-five I 
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And those who matched me in the race, 
Well, some are out and trampled down 
The others jog with sober pace; 

Yet one wins delicate renown 
O midnight feast and famished dawn I 
O gay, hard life, with hope alive l 
O golden youth, forever gone, 

How saeet you seem at Thirt>'-fivel 

Each of our lives is just a book 
As absoh.tc as Holy Writ; 

We humbly read, and may not look 
Ahead, nor change one word of it 
And here are joys and hr e are pains 
And here we fail and here we thrive ; 

O wondrous volume I What remmns 
When we reach chapter Thirty-hve ? 

The very best, I dare to hope, 

Ere Fate writes Finis to the tome; 

A wiser head, a widm* scopie, 

And for tlie gipsy heart, a home ; 

A songful home, with loved ones near, 
With joy, with sunshine all alive : 

Watch me grow younger every yean— 

Old Age t thy name is 1'hirty-five t 



THE SQUAW-MAN 

Thb cow-moo6e comet to watei, and the beaver’s 
overbold, 

The net is m the eddy of the stream; 

The tepee stais the vtvid sward with russet, red 
and gold, 

And in the velvet gloom the fire’s agleam. 

The night is ripe with quiet, rich with incense 
of the pine; 

From sanctuary lake I heai the loon : 

The peaks are blight against the blue, and 
drenched with sunset wine, 

And like a silver bubble is the moon. 

Cloud-high I dimbed but yesterday; a hundred 
miles aromid 

I looked to see a rival fire agleam. 

At in a crystal lens it lay, a land without a 

boaad, 

AU lure, and virgin vattitude, and dream. 
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The great eky roared exultantly, the great earth 
bared its breast, 

All riv«r<vemed and patterned with the pine ; 
The heedless hordes of caribou were streaming 
to the West, 

A land of lustrous mystery—and mine; 


Yea, mine to frame ray Odyssey : Oh, little do 
they know 

My conquest and the kingdom that I keep I 
The meadows of the musk-ox where the laughing 
grasses grow, 

Thc^ rivers where the carele ss conies leap. 
Beyond the silent Circle, where white men are 
fierce and few, 

I lord it, and I mock at man-made law; 

Like a flame upon the water is my little light 
canoe, 

And yonder in the fireglow is my squaw. 


A squaw-man 1 yes, that’s what I am; sneer at 
me if you will. 

Tto gone grilUng pace that cannot last; 
WIA bawdry, bridge and brandy—Ob, I've drank 

to kill 

K dMM eueii aa yoa, but that is past. 
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Pv* swung round to my tenso^ found tho pkee 
where I belong; 

The City made a madman out of me ; 

But here beyond the Circle, where there’s neither 
right nor wrong, 

I leap from life’s strait-jacket, and I’m free. 


Yet ever in the far forlorn, by trails of lone 
desire ; 

Yet ever in the dawn’s white leer ot hate; 

Yet ever by the dripping kill, beside the drowsy 
fire, 

There comes the fierce heart-hunger for a mate. 

There comes the mad blood-clamour for a 
woman’s clinging hand, 

Love-bumid eyes, the velvet of a breast: 

And so I sought the Bonnet-plumes, and chose 
from out the band 

The girl 1 thought the sweetest and the best. 


O wistful women I have loved before my dark 
disgrace! 

O women fair and rare in my home land! 

Eiear ladies, if 1 saw you now I’d turn away my 
face, 

Then crawl to kiss your footprints in the sand I 
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And —th*t day the nfle }amined—^ wotmdad 

oiooM at bay— 

A roar, a diorgc ... I facod it with my knlfa: 

A ^ot from out the wiUow>fcnib, and there the 
monster lay . . . 

Yes, little Laughing Eyes, you s^ved my life. 

The man must have the woman, arid we’re all 
btutes more or less. 

Since first the m«ile ape shinned the family tree; 

And yet I think I love her with a husband's 
tenderness, 

And yet I know that she w<^ uld die for me. 

Oh, if* I left you, Laughing ICyes, and nevermore 
came back, 

God help you, girl I I know what you would 
do . 

I see the lake wan tn the moon, and from the 
shadow black, 

There drifts a little empty birch canoe. 

We're here beyond the Circle, where tiiere’t never 
wrong nor nght; 

We aren't spliced according to tiae law; 

But by the gods I hail you on this hushed and kdlf 
night 

As Hie fliotlier ei my dHldcen, and my squaw. 



tHfi SQUAW-HAN 

I aee yoor little slender face set m the firelight 
glow; 

I pray that I may never make it sad; 

1 hear you croon a baby song, all slumber>toft and 
low— 

God bless you, little Laughing Eyes I I’m glad. 



HOME AND LOVE 


Just Home and Love I the words are small, 
Four little letters unto each; 

And yet you will not find in all 

TJie wide and gracious range of speech 
Two more so tenderly complete: 

When angels talk iu Heaven above, 

I’m sure they have no words more sweet 
Than Home and Love. 

Just Home and Love I it’s hard to guess 
Which of the two were best to gain 
Home without Love is bitterness; 

Love without home is often pain. 

No I each alone will seldom do ; 

4 

they travel hand and glove: 

If yvB win one yon must have two, 

Both Home and Love. 



HOME AND LOVE 


And if you’ve botb, well, then I’m sure 
Yon ought to sing the whole day long; 
It doein’t matter if you’re poor 
With these to make divine your tong. 
And 80 I praisefully repeat, 

When angels talk in Heaven above, 
There are no words more simply sweet 
Than Home and Love. 



rM SCARED OF IT ALI 


Fm scared of it ail, God's tiuthi so I <im ; 

it's too big and biiitil foi me 
M> nerve’s on the i m tnd I don t give a damn 
For all tlie ^'hooiah” tliat 1 ce. 

I’m pinred betv>een sub\va> ai 1 oveihead tram, 
Wheie automubillies swoop down 
Oh, I want to go back to *he timbei agam > 

I'm scared of the tctnlile Uiwn. 


I want to go back to my lean, ashen plains , 
My rivers that flash into foam , 

My ultimate v<\Ueys where solitude icigns; 

My tiail fiom Fort Churcluil to Nome. 

My forests packed full of mysterious gloom, 
My ice-helds agnnd and aglaic 
The city is deadfalled witli danger and doom 
I know that I'm safer up the e. 
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1 watch the wan face% that flash in the street; 

All kinds and all classes I see. 

Yet never a one in the million I meet 
Has the smile of a comrade for me. 

Just jaded and panting like dogs in a pack; 

Just tensed and intent on the goal : 

O God I but I’m lonesome—I wish 1 was back, 
Up there in the land of the Pole. 


I wish I was back on the Hunger Plateaus, 

And seeking the lost caiibou ; 

I wish I was up where the Coppermine flows 
To the kick of my little canoe. 

Pd like to be far on some weaiiful shore, * 

In the Land of the Blizzard and Bear: 

Oh, I wi^ I was snug in the Arctic once more 
For 1 know I am safer up there I 


1 jMvwl in the canyons of dismal unreet; 

1 cringe—I'm so weak and so small. 

I can’t get my bearings, I’m crushed and oppressed 
With the haste and the waste of it all. 

The slaves and the madmen, the lust and the sweat, 
, The fear in the faces I sec; 

The getting, the spending, the fever, the £ret-~ 
Ifs too bleeding cruel for me. 
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I'M SCARED OF IT ALL 


I fe«l it's all wrong, bnt I can’t tell you why— 
The palace, the hovel next door ^ 

The indolent towers that spiawl to the sky. 

The ciush and the ru&h and tlie roar 
I’m trapped like a fox and I feai for my pelt; 

I cower in the crash and tlie glare ; 

Ob, I want to be luck in the avalanca; belt, 

For 1 know that it’s safer up there 1 

I'm scared of it all. Oh. afar I can hear 
The voice of my solitudes call 1 
We're nothing but biute with a little veneer, 

And natuie is best ailei all. 

There’;if tumult and terror .ibr< id in the street; 

There’s menace and doom in the air; 

I’ve got to get back to my tliousand-mile beat; 
The trail where the cougar and silvci-tip meet; 
The snows and the camp-fire, with wolves at my 
feet; 

Good-bye, for it's safer up there. 

To ht forming good hnbils up tkfte, 

To be starving on rabbits up Ikite, 

' In your hunger ann tvoe. 

Though it's sixty below, 

Oh, I know that tl's >afer up there} 



A SONG OF SUCCESS 


Ho I wc were ttrong, we were swift, we were breve. 

Youth was a challenge, and Life was a fight 
Ail that was beat in us gladly we gave, 

Sprang from the rally, and leapt for the height. 
Smiling is Love in a foam of Spring flowers : 

Harden our hearts to him—on let us press 1 
Oh, what a triumph and pride shall be ours 1 
See where it beaccms, the star of success ! 

Cares seem to crowd on us—so much to do ; 

* 

New fields to conquer, and time’s on the wing. 
Grey hairs are showing, a wrinkle or two; 

Somehow ear footstep is losing its spring. 
Pleaaure's forsaken us, Love ceased to smile: 

Youth has been funeralled; Age travels fast, 
^motimas we wonder: Is it wmlh while ? 
Thwel wc have gained to the summit at last. 
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Aye, we ha^e triumphed t Now mast we hule, 
Revel in victory . . . why i what if wrong ? 
Lite’s choicest vintage is fiat to the taste— 

Are we too late ? Have we laboured too Ici^ t 
Wealth, power, fame we hold ... ah I but the 
truth : 

Would we not give this vain ^ory of oun 
For one mad, glad year of glonc us youth, 

Life Ui the Springtide, and Love in the flowers ? 



THE SONG OF THE CAMP-FIRE 



Hbbd oie, feed me, l<am hungry, I am red-tongued 
with desire; 

Boughs of balsam, slabs of cedar, gummy faggots 
of the pine, 

Heap them on me, let me hug them to m/ eager 



rt of fire, 


Roaring, soaring up to heaven as a symbctl and 
a sign. 

Bring me knots of sunny maple, silver birch and 
tamarack; 

leaping, sweeping I will lap them with my 
ardent wings of 6ame ; 

I will kindle them to glory, 1 will beat the darkness 
back ; 

Streaming, gleaming, I will goad them to my 
glory and my fame. 

tkiag me gnarly limbs of live-oak, aid me in my 
fremied light; 
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Stri^ af iTMi-wood, sc*^ U«A>l|iiiD, writhing 
radly in my hold ; 

my lunge of lurid lanooe, urith my whips tti«t 
flail the night, 

They will burgeon into beauty, they will foliate 
in gold. 

Let me star the dim sierras, stab with light the 
inland seas ; 

Roaming wind and roaring darkness' seek no 
mercy at my hands ; 

I will mock the marly heavens, lamp the purple 
prairies, 

1 will flaunt my deathless bamicr« down the far, 
Anhouscled lands. 

In the vast and vaulted pi le-gloom where the 
pillared forests frown, 

By the sullen, brutish nveis running where God 
only knows, 

On the starlit coral beaches when the combers 
thunder down, 

In the death-spell nf the barrens, in the shudder 
oi the snows; 

Id a blazing belt of triumph from the pala-lcaf to 
&e pine, 

Aa a symbol of de&moe, lo ! the wildoe we sg 1 
span ; 

And my beacons burnt csultaet as an iwmfiasdng siga 

Ot uamdutg damhisttafi^ of the maaMsy of Man; 
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the Life, the fierce Uplifter, I that weaned him 
frem the mire ; 

I, the angel and the devil; I, the tyrant and the 
slave; 

1 , tile Spirit of the Struggle; I, the mighty God of 
Fire ; 

1, the Maker and Destroyer ; I, the Giver and the 
Grave. 


II. 

Gather round me, boy and grey-beard, frontiersmen 
of every kind. 

Few are you, and far and lonely, yet an army^forms 
behind : 

By your camp-fires shall they know you, ashes 
scattered to the wind. 


Peer into my heart of solace, break your bannock at 
my blaae } 

Smoking, stretched in lazy shelter, build your castles 
as you gaze; 

Oe, it may be, deep ta dreaming, think of dam, 
unhappy days. 


Let mf warmth and ^w earoM 3 wu, for your treiia 
•re grim and bard; 
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my arms of comfort press yoo, hunger-hewn aD4 
bnttle-scarred : 

O my loTers ! how 1 bless you with your lives so 
madly marred I 

For you seek the silent spaces, and their secret lore 
you glean ; 

For you win the savage races, and the brutish Wild 
you wean , 

And I gladden desert places, whe.e camp-hre has 
never been. 

From the Pole unto the Tropic^ is there trail ye 
^have not dated ? 

And because yon hold dcdh lightly, so by death 
shall you be spared, 

(As the sages of the ages m their pages have 
declared.) 

On the roaiing Arkiiinik in a leaky bark canoe ; 

Up the cloud of Mount McKinley, where the 
avalanche leaps through , 

In the furnace of Death Valley, when ttie mirage 
gbmmers blue. 

Kew a smudge oi wiry wiUows on the weary 
iUiskoqvim , 
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Now » fiare of gummy pine^knota idiere Vaaconver’t 
•caur it grim; 

Now a gleam of sunny ceiba, when the Caban 
beaches dim. 


Always, always God's Great Open: lo I I bum with 
keener light 

la the corridors of silence, in the vestibules of 
night; 

’Mid the ferns and grasses gleaming, was there ever 
gem so bright? 


Not for weaklings, not for women, like my Mother 
of the hcartli ; 

Ring your songb of wiath around me, I was made 
for manful mirth, 

In the lusty, gusty greatness, on the bald spots of 
the earth. 


Men, ray masters ' Men, my lovers I ye have fou|^t 
and ye have bled ; 

Gather round my ruddy embers, softly glowing is 
my bed: 

By my heart of solace dreaming, rest ye and be 
cooiferted t 


U 
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m. 

I am dying, O my masters I by my fitful flame ye 
sleep ■, 

My purple plumes of glory droop forlorn. 

Grey ashes choke and cloak me, and above the pines 
there creep 

The stealthy silver moccasins of morn. 

There comes a countless army, it’s the Legion of 
the Light; 

It tramps in gleaming triumph lu ind the world ; 

And before its jewelled lances all the >hadows of the 
night 

Back in to abysmal daiknesses are burled 


Leap to hie again my loverr > ye must toil and never 
tire; 

The day of daring, doing, brightens clear, 

When the bed of spicy cedar and the jovial camp¬ 
fire 

Must only be a memory oi cheer. 

There is hope and golden promise in the vast 
portentous dawn ; 

There is glamour in the glad, effinent sky : 

Go and leave me ; I will dream of you and love you 
when you’re gone; 

I bave served you, O my maetors I lot me die. 
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A litdc heap ef ashes, grey and sodden by Ike 
rain, 

Wipd-scattered, blurred and blotted by the 
snow : 

Let that be all to tell of me, and glorious again, 
Ye things of greening gladness, leap and glow I 

A black scar in the sunshine by the palm-leaf or 
the pine, 

Blind to the night and dead to all desire ; 

Yet oh, of life and uplift what a symbol and a 
sign I 

Yet oh, of power and conquest what a destiny is 
mine I 

A little heap of ashes—Yea! a miracle divine, 

The footprint of a god, all-radiant Fire. 



HER LETTER 


I’m taking i>eo m hand this night, and hard it is 
for me; 

My poor old hngrrs tremble so, my hand it stilf 
and slow, 

And even with my glasses 0 /i I’m troubled sore to 
see . . . 

You’d little know you'* mother, boy; you’d little, 
little know. 

You mind bow brisk and bright I was, how straight 
and tnm and smart; 

Tis weanful 1 am the now, and bent and frail 
and grey. 

I’m waiting at the road’s end, lad , and all that's in 
my heart, 

Is just to see my boy again before I’oi oallod 
awiqr. 
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^Oii, well I mind the sorry day you crossed the 
gurly sea ; 

^Twas Hke the heart was tom from me, a waefol 
wife was I. 

You said that you’d be home again in two years, 
maybe three; 

But nigh a score of years hftve gone, and still the 
years go by. 

1 know it^s cruel hard for you, you’ve baimies of 
your own; 

1 know the siller’s hard to win, and folks have 
used you ill: 

But oh, think of your motlier, lad, that's waiting by 
her lone 1 • 

And even if you canna come —just write and say 
you will. 


" Aye, even though there's little hope, just promise 
that you’ll try. 

IfB weary, weary waiting, lad; just say you’il come 
next year. 

I’m thinking there will be no'next'; I’m thinking 

✓ 

soon I’ll lie 

With all the ones I’ve laid away . . . but oh, the 


hope unll cheer I 

s 

Yon know you’re all that’s left to me, and we ar^ 

“ s9M aphrt j 
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But if you’ll only sny you’ll come, then will I hope 
and pray. 

I’m waiting by the grave-side, lad ; and all that’s in 
my heart 

Is just to see my boy again before I’m called 
away.” 



THE MAN WHO KNEW 

Thb Dreamer visioned Life as it might be, 

And from his dream forthright a picture grew, 

A painting aU the people thronged to see, 

And joyed therein—till came the Man Who 
Knew, 

Saying : “ 'Tis bad Why do ye gape, ye foels ? 
He painteth not according to the schools." 

The Dreamer probed Life's mystery of woe, 

And in a book he sought to give the clue; 

The people read, and saw that it was so, 

And read again—then came the Man Who 
Knew, 

Saying : " Ye witless ones 1 this book is vile : 

It hath not got the rudiments of style." 

Love smote the Dreamer's lips, and silver-clear 
He sang a song so sweet, so tender true, 

IN 
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That all tbe market-place was thrilled to hear, 
And listened rapt—tall came the Han Who 
Knew, 

Saying: *' His technique’s wrong; he singeth ill. 

Waste not your time." The singer’s voice was 
stilL 

And then the people roused as if from sleep, 
Crying : " What care we if it be not Art I 

Hath he not charmed us, made os laugh and 
weep ? 

Come, let us crown him wheie be sits apart" 

Then, with hit picture spumed, hi‘‘ book unread, 

His song unsung, they found thctr Dreamer—> 
dead. 


THK LOGGER 


In mooolesft, miity oi^t^ with my little pipe 
alight, 

I am utting by the camp-fire’s fading cheer ; 

* Oh, the dew ta falling chill on the dun, deer- 
haimted bill, 

And the bieakers in the bay are moaning drear. 

The toitfol hours are sped, the boys ar^ long 
abed, 

And 1 alone a weary vigil keep; 

In the ai^tless, sullen sky f can hear the nighi- 
hawk cry, 

And the frogs in frensied choraa from the 
creek. 

And somehow the ember’s ^w tuings me back 
the long ago, 

The days of merry laughter and light scmg; 

When 1 sped the hours away with the gayest of 
the gay 

. ta the giddy whirl of fiubion’s feetal throng. 

Mi 
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Oh, 1 ran a grilling race and I little recked the 
pace, 

For the lust ef yeuth saa riet in my blood; 

But at last I made a stand in this God'forsaken 
land 

Of the pine-tree and the mountain and the 
flood. 

And now I’ve got to stay, witii an overdraft to 

pay 

For pleasure in the past with future pain ; 

And I’m not the chap to whine, for if the chance 
were mine 

I know I’d choose the old life once again. 

With its woman’s eyes ashine, and its flood of 
golden wine; 

Its fever and its frolic and its fun ; 

The old life with its din, its laughter and its sin— 

And chuck me in the gutter when it’s done. 

Ah, well I it’s past and gone, and the memory is 
wan, 

That conjures up each old familiar face; 

And here by fortune hurled, 1 am dead to all the 
world, 

And I’ve learned to lose my pride and keep my 
l^iace. 
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My ways are hard and rough, and my aims are 
strong and toa^, 

And I hew the dissy pine till darkness falls; 
And sometimes 1 take a dive, just to keep my 
heart alive, 

Among the gay saloons and dancing-halla 


In the distant, dinful town just a little drink, to 
drown 

The cares that crowd and canker in my brain ; 

Just a little joy to still set my pulses all athrill. 

Then back to brutish labour once again. 

And things will go on so until one day 1 shall 
know 

That Death has got me cinched beyond a doubt: 

Then I’ll crawl away from sight, and morosely 
in the night 

My weary, wasted life will peter out 


Then the boys will gather round, and they'll launch 
me in the ground, 

And pile on stones the timber wolf to foil; 

And the moaning pine will wave overtiead a 
nameless grave, 

Where the blacksnake in the sunshine loves to 

coil. 


4 
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And they'll leave me there alone, and peehapa 
with softened tone 

Speak of me sometimes in the camp-fire's l^ow 
As a played-out, brcken chum, who has gotM to 
Kingdom Come, 

And who went the pace in Bn^and long ago. 



THE PASSING OP THE YEAR 

My glass is filled, my pipe is lit, 

My den is all a cosy glow; 

And snug before the fire I sit, 

And wait to feel the old year go. 

1 dedicate to solemn thought 
Amid my too*untbinking days, 

This sober moment, sadly fraught 

With much of blame, with little praise. 

Old Year t upon the Stage of Time 
You stand to bow your last adieu; 

A moment, and the prompter’s chime 
Will ring the curtain down on you. 

Yoor mien is sad, your step is slow; 

You fatter as a Sage in pain; 

tarn, Old Year, before you go, 

And feoe yei» audience again. 

4 

m 
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That sphynx-like lace, remote, austere, 

Let us all read, whatever the cost: 

O Maiden I why that bitter tear ? 

Is it for dear one you have lost ? 

Is it for fond illusion gone ? 

For trusted lover proved untrue ? 

Q sweet girl-face, so sad, so wan. 

What hath the Old Year meant to you ? 


And you, O neighbour on luy right, 

So sleek, so prosperously clad 1 
What see you in that aged wight 
That makes your stnilc so gay and glad ? 
What opportunity unmissed ? 

What golden gain, what pride of place } 
What splendid hope ? O Optimist 1 
What read you in that withered face ? 


And you, deep shrinking in the gloom, 
What find you in that lilmy gaze? 
What menace of a tragic doom ? 

What dark, condemning yesterdays ? 
What urge to crime, what evil done ? 

What cold, confronting shape of fear? 
p haggard, haunted, hidden One, 

Wbat see you in the dying ycoeP 
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And so from face to face I flit, 

The countless eyes that stare and stare ; 
Some are with approbation lit, 

And some are shadowed with despair. 

Some show a smile and some a frown ; 

Some joy and hope, some pain and woe : 
Enough t Ob, ring that curtain down I 
Old weary year I it's time to go. 

• 

My pipe is out, my glass is dry ; 

My Are is almost ashes too : * 

But once again, before you go, 

And I prepare to meet the New: 

Old Year t a parting word that's true, 

For we’ve been comrades, you and I—> 

I thank God for tach day of you ; 

There I bless you now ' Old Year, good-bye 1 



THE GHOSTS 


Smith, great writer of atoriet, drank; found it 
inunortal&ed his pen ; 

Fused in his bnuQ>pan, else s Mank, heavens of 
^ory now and then ; 

Gave him the magical geoius touch; God>given 
power to gouge out, ding 

Flat m your face a soul Ihou^t—Bing I Twiddle 
your heart-strings in his clutch. 

“ Bab I" said Smith, “ let my body lie stripped 
to the buff in swinish shame, 

If I can blase in the radiant sky out of adoring 
stars my name. 

Sober am 1 nonentitised; drunk am 1 more than 
half a god 

WcU, let the 6esh be sacrificed; spirit shall speak 
and shame the dod. 

Who would not s^hdly, gladly ghra Life ta da 
cue thing that will live?" 
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Soytti had a (ritod, wa'U call him Brawn ; daarar 
than hrothan wara thota two. 

Whan in tha wauail Smith would drown, Brown 
would rescue and pull him through. 

Whan Brown was naadful Smith would lend; so 
it fell as tha years went by, 

Bach on tha other would depend: then at the last 
Smith came ta die. 


There Brown sat in the sick man’s room, still as 
a atone in his despair; 

Smith bant on him his eyes of doom, shook back 
his lion mane of hair ; 

Said: *' Is there one in my cliosen line, writer af 
forthright tales, my peer ? 

Look in that little desk of mine ; there is a package, 
bring it here. 

Story of staries, gem of all ; essence and triumph, 
key and clue ; 

Tale of a loving woman’s fall ; soul swept hellward, 
and (lodi it's true, 

1 was the man—Oh, yes, I've paid, paid with mighty 
and mordant pain. 

Look! here’s the inasterpieco I’ve made out ot 
my sin, my manhood slain. 

12 
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Art Mpreme i yet Uic world would «Ur«f know 

mittreM and blaze my shame. ^ 

I have a wife and daughter<>>-there I take it and . 
thrust it in the flame.*' 

Brewn answered : “ Master, you have dipped pee 
in your heart, your phrases sear. 

Ruthless, unflinching, you have stripped naked year 
soul and set it here. 

Have I not loved you well and true 7 See I between 
08 the shadows drift; 

This bit of blood and tears means Yo u —oh, let 

« 

me have it. a parting gift. 

Sacred FU hold it, a trust divine; sacred your 

4 

honour, her dark despair 

Never shall it see printed line: here, by the living 
God I swear.*' 

Brown on a Bible laid his hand ; Smith, great writer 
of stories, sighed: 

** Comrade, I trust you. and understand. Keep my . 
secret 1 *' And so he died. 

4 

Smith was buried—upsoared his sales; lured 3 foa 
his books in every store ; 

Exquisite, whimsy, heart-wrung tales ; men defoored > 
them and craved iot more. 
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So vhon it slyly got about Brown had a poat- 
huoioua manuftcript, 

Jonaa, the publisher, sought him out, into his 
pocket deep he dipped. 

A thousand dollars ? *' Brown ahook bis bead. 
“The story is not for sale,** be said. 


jones went away, then others came. Tempted 
and taunted, Biown was true. 

Guarded at friendship’s shrine, the fame the 
unpublished story grew and grew. 

It's a long, long lane that has no and, but some 
lanss end in the Potter’s field ; 

Smith to Brown had been more than friend: 
patron, protector, spur and shield. 

Poor, loving'Wistful, dreamy Brown, long and 
lean, with a smile askew, 

Friendless be wandered up and down, gaunt as a 
wolf, as hungry, too. 

Brown with his lilt of saucy rhyme, Brown with 
bis tilt of tender mirth, 

Garretless in the gloom and grime, ainglng Ua 
, .glad, mad songs of earth : 

*8o at last with a faith divine, down and dvwn 
to the Hunger-line. 
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There as he stood in a woeful plight, tears 
a-£reeze on his sharp cheek-bones, 

Who should chance to behold his plight but the 
publisher, the plethoric Jones ; 

Peered at him for a little while, held out a bill ; 
“ Nou\ will you sell ? ” 

Brown banned it with his twisted smile : A 
thousand dollars! you go to bell I" 

Brown enrolled in the homeless hoH, sleeping 
anywhere, anywheu; 

Suffered, strove, became a ghost, slave of the 
lamp for other men ; 

For Whnt's-his-name and So-and-so m the abyss 
his #oul he stripped, 

Yet in his want, Jiis worst of woe, held be fast 
to the manuscript. 

Then one day as he chewed his pen, half in 
hungei and half despair. 

Creaked the door of bis g.irret den; Dick, bis 
brother, was standing there. 

Down on the pallet bed he sank, ashen his face, 
bis voice a wail: 

Save me, brother I I’ve robbed the bank ; 
to-morrow it’s ruin, capture, gaol. 

Yet there’s a chance: 1 could to-day pay, back, 
the money, save our name ; 

You have a manuscript, they say, worth a Ihousaad 
-^ki&k, nan t the shame. ...” 
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Brown with hit heart pain-pierced the while, 
with his stem, starved face, and his lips 
stone-pale, 

Situddered and smiled his twisted smile : “ Brother, 
I guess you go to gaol." 

While poor Brown in the leer of dawn wrestled 
with God for the sacred Are, 

Came *there a woman weak and wan, out of the 
mob, the murk, the mire ; 

Frail as a reed, a fellow ghost, weary with woe, 
with sorrowing ; 

Two pale souls in the legion lost; lo ! Love bent 
with a tender wing, • 

Taught them a joy so deep, so tme, it seemed 
that the whole world-fabric shook, 

Thrilled and dissolved in radiant dew : then 
Brown made him a golden book, 

Full of the faith that Life is good, that the earth 
is a dream divinely fair, 

Lauding his gem of womanhood, in many a lyric 
rich and rare ; 

Took it to Jones, who shook his head : I will 
consider it," he said. 

. WhUf he considered, Brown’s wife lay clutched 
in the tentacles of pain ; 

Then came the doctor, grave and grey ; spoke of 
decline of nervous strain ; 


in THE GHOSTS 

Hinted Egypt^ the South of Prance—Brown 
terror was tiger-gnpped 

Where was the money ? What the chance f 
Pitiful God t . . . the manuscript I 

A thousand dollars—his only hope ' He gased 
and fazed at the garret wall , . . 

Reached at last for the envelope, turned to hie 
wife and told her all. 

Told of his friend, his piumisc tiue ; to*d Ake his 
very heait would break , 

Oh, my dearest < what shall 1 do ? ShaU 1 not 
sell it for youi soke ? *' 

Ghostlike she lay, as still as doom, turned to 
the ^ali her weary head , 

Icy*cold in the pallid gloom, silr it as death . . . 
at last she said : 

Do, my husband ' Keep your vow * Guard his 
secret and let me die . 

Oh, my dear, 1 must tell you now —the wommn 
h4 loved and wronged was I, 

Dathng I I haven’t long to hvc : 1 nevet told 
you—forgive, forgive I ” 

For'a long, long time Brown did not speak ; sat 
bleak-browed in the wretched room ; . • • 

Slowly a tear stole down his cheek, uid he kiaatd 
hei hand tn the dismal gl^m. 
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-To break bte oath, to brand her ^ame; bis well 
loved friend, h» worshipped wife \ 

To keep hie vow. to save her name, yet at the 
cost ci what ? Her Qfe i 

A moment’s space did be hesitate, a moment ef^ 
pain and dread and doubt, 

Then he broke the seals and, stem as fate, un¬ 
folded the sheets and spread them out . . . 
On hk knees by her side he limply sunk, peering 
amazed~^cA page was blank. 


(For oh, the supremest of our art are the stories 
we do not dare to tell, 

Locked in the silence of the heart, for fiie awful 
records of Heav’n and Hell.) 


Yet those two in the silence there seemed less 
weariful than before. 

Hark ! a step on the garret stair, a postman 

knocks at the flimsy door. 

” Registered letter 1 ” Brown tlirills with fear; 

^ opens and reads, then bends above: 

“ Glorious tidings ! Egypt, dear 1 The booh is 

aocrated—life and love 1 " 

^ • 
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O ORAR little cabin, I’ve loved you so lonf^ 

And now I must hid you good-bye ! 

I've filled you with laughter, I’ve thrilled you 
with song. 

And sometimes I've wished 1 could cry. 

Your walls they have witnessed a weariful fight, 
And rung to a won Waterloo : 

V 

But oh, in my triumph'^I’m drCuiy to-night— 
Good-bye, little cabin, to you 1 

Your roof is bewhiskered, your floor is aslant, 
Your walls seem to sa .4 and to swing ; 

4 

I’m trying to find just your faults, but I can’t— 
You poor, tired, heart-broken old thing! 

I’ve seen when you’ve been the best friend that 

I had, 

Your light like a gem on the sn- w ; ' . . • 

You’re sort of a part of me—Gee • but I'm sari ; 
I hate, little cabin, to go. 
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Below youi cracked window red raspberries 
climb; 

A hornet’s nest bangs from a beam ; 

Your rafters are sciibbled with adage and rhyme, 
And dimmed with tobacco and dream. 

Each day has its laugh,’' and Don’t worry, just 
work." 

Such mottoes reproachfully shine. 

Old calt^dars dangle—what memories lurk 
About you, dear cabin of mine 1 


I hear the woi Id-call and the clang of the fight : 

I hear the hoarse cry of my kuul; , 

Yet well do 1 know, as I quit you to-night. 

It’s Youth that I’m leaving behind. 

And often I'll think of you, empty and black, 
Moose antlers nailed over your door : 

Oh, if I should pensh my ghost will come 
back 

To dwell in you, cabin, once morel 


How cold, still and lonely, how weary you Meem I 
. A l^st wistful look and I’ll go. 

Oh, will you inncuibcr the lad with his dream I 
The lad that vou comforted so. 
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The shadows enfold you, it's draw|nf to nij^l 
The evening star needles the sky: 

And buhl but it's stinging and stabbing my 
sight— 

God bless you, old cabin, good-bye I 



HEART O’ THE NORTH 


AND*wbeQ I com* to the dim trail-end, 

I who have been Life’s rover, 

This is all I would ask, my friend, 

Over and over and over; 

A little space on a stony hill, 

With never another near me, 

Sky o' the North that’s vast and still, 
With a single star to cheer me ; 

Star that gleams on a moss-grey stone 
Graven by those who love me— 

'There would I lie alone, alone, 

With a single pine above me; 

s 

l^ne ^at Uia north wind whinnies threti^ 
I have been life’s lover, 

^ But time I’d lie an^ listen to 
Eternity passing over. 
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WffMA’ fr»m my fumbling hand the /irwrf Jic-n /flAU, 
And in the itvilighl n'enry droops «:y head; 
While to my quiet heart a still voice mils, 

Calls me to join my kindred of the Dead: 
Grant that I may, 0 l.ord, ere rest be mine, 
Writ^ to Thy praise one radiant, nixing line. 

For all of roorih that in this clay abide*, 

The leaping rapture and the ardent flame, 

The hope, the high resolve, the faith that guides; 

All, all is Thine, and liveth in Thy nnine: 
Lord, have I dallied uritk the sacred fire! 

Lord, have I trailed Thy glory in the mire! 

t*en as a toper from the dram-shop reeling, 

■Sees in his gnrrrt's blackness, dazeling fair, 

AU that he might have been, and, heari-siekf 
kneeling. 

Sobs in the passion of a vast despair: 
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S 0 my ideal self hattnta me alway — 

When the accounting comet, how thall l^fay f 

For in the dark I grope, nor understand, 

And in my heart fight selfishness and sin : 

Yet, Lord, / do not seek Thy helping hand ; 

Rather let me my own salvation win : 

Let me through strife and penitential pain 
Opwarth and upward to the heights attain. 

Yea, let me live my life, its meaning seek; 

Bear myself fitly in the ringing fight; 

Stnve to be strong that I may aid the tveak ; 

Dare to be true—O God ! the Light, the Light / 
Cometh the D^rk so soon f I've mocked Thy word, 
Yet do I kuow Thy Love: have ntorey, Lord, 
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Thir^tiUnt tmprmion. 

*Of (h# Cftaadian disdplet of KipUag, by lar tk« kwt b 
■‘K. W. Serriet, a tmt jeimg Englithmu who It a baak oMi 
at^White PaM, on* of the gateways into the Yukon territory. 
Hit' Songt of a lourdoogb * have mn through many edltiont. 
Ifndt of hit verte bat a toudi of real originality, conveying at 
it floet a jnit imprettion of the something evil and askew in 
Um ttraoga, aneonth wildcmets of the High North. And hit 
* S^U of the Yukon' cao never be left out of any anthology of 
Canadian verte. The Steventoniao cunning with which the 
dialect and Intonation of the acioal Wetterner ia toggetted 
•howa that the author it a true literary artiit.'’>-7ftt Timt*. 
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* Ballads of a Cheechake ' it magmficent.'*-<0^tfrdifagasine. 

** iCr. Service hat a very vigorous talent of hit own. He hat 
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